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10 the Right Honourable . 


Cranes Lord Clifford, 
ee . 
LANESBOROUCH, LY 


3146 0 K B. 85601 oy. ai 3 E 1 2 5 | wi 
Nen 'T is. Ph 0 "Pleaſure, 
1 38 that 11. 58 8 Ho. Ocean, 
= 278 hich. Y Aoeilents of of my, 2295 

| given me of writing, t your: 
ſhip: Fs eu at the ſame, time, 
Write to 9 N 1 
means of publiſhing (wh Th oy every, 
Bogy know) the Re ſpect and 115 05 
and, pay,to you. I have 10 yeh. lo a ic be; 
yours, that I need no other 5 10 8 15 But the. 
ticular Ties, by; Which. Your; 
erk. and Family, bave pat. TY out 897 my SINE 
e you any Compliment; fince: 22 4 
| — elf, will amount N n 
z Acknowledgment, Aol We will bisch © 
me to be grateful. : [1 Jo 9d 5 
Jam, * — ae The * 
much my Intereit to de y ant, LO rvant, 
- | that. it might be more my Merit; not. 4 . Lwonld 
901d being eee n Du at | would have my, 
3512 \ 3 | own 


þ& were. not 40 


 "INFEDICHT ION: 

own Choice to run me into the Debt; that I might 
have it to boaſt, I had diſtinguiſhed a Man, to 
ao would be plad to be obliged; even without 


the Hopes of having it in my Power; ever to make 
him a return. 


1e is impoflible bor me to come near your Lord- 


ſhip, in any kind, and not to receive ſome Favour; 

and while it appearance I am only 8 an Ac- 
: owled ment (HGH the uſual under-hand dealing 

of be Pri) 4 477 at the ſame time, -infingatſng 

Intereft. 1 dannor give your Lordfhip your 

nk without tacking a Bill of my own Privileges. 

*Tis true, if a Man never committed a Folly, he 


would neve uu. in need of a Protection: Bur 


then Powe old have nothing to do, and Good- 
nature no Occafion to ſhew it ſelf; and where 
thoſe Qualities are, *tis pity they uld.y want Ob- 
pa to, ſhine Farb. | muſt.confels e is ho reg- 
29 7080 46 an idle thing,! nor indeed 
Faun e it, When done; yet it recon- 
6 Ales & the ue bf fuch Ar thorfty and'Godgref, to 
| enmſes df our Follies; od | is a ſort of Poe- 
af 'Logitk, FAQ, at 9 4 I would make 
dle of, to er * 55 a ProteQion 
of this Ply. Sa ] have com- 
mitted iti-t 1150 N | al nd of Roe 
try, tho not the fir 1055 pb and, theteſore, 
fily. be pa 


oy 55 the öneg; But ad 
985 FTE it was Ain w finders! more 


id in its behalf; Ignorabce of 
ns then Rave been Excu- 
| , whit R now, almoſt four 
Experi 5 Il arts ale. of. Vet I 
muſt Tot, ſelf nfible of the Good nature of 


9 5 nig Play ſo Rindly, with all 
of Fang, re ſown were, fot the molt" 
—.— 528 8 CONE by the cärefof the”? 
* {Eon ok 3 wr aitc aacs düt rel 


| 2 ceiv'd 


„ was A . . boi, nh on», 


1 


DEDICATION. 
ceiv'd all the Advantage it would admit of, from 
the juſtneſs of the Action. = 
As for the Gritigks, amy Lord, I have nothing 

b to ſay to, or againſt, any of them of any kind; from 

4 thoſe who make juſt Exceptions, to thoſe who find 
fault in the wrong place. I will only make this 
general Anſwer in behalf of my Play (an Anſwer, 
which Epictetus adviſes every Man to make for 
himſelf, to his Cenſurers) viz. That if they ubo 

ſome Faults in it, were as intimate with it as T. 
am, they would find'a great many more. This is a 
Confeſſion, which I needed not to have made; 
but however, I can draw this uſe from it, to my 
own Advantage, that I think there are no Faults in 
it, but what I do know; which, as I take it, is 
the firſt ſtep to an, Amendment. OO K 
Thus I may live in hopes (ſome time of other) 
of making the Town amends; but, you, my Lord, 
I never can, tho'-I am ever aden ge 
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3 5 | 

Yar LORDSHIP*. 
. 2278 
4 5 A 4 : 4 
k moſt Obedient, and 

Frs ; | 
þ 4 ' 87 

wut Humble Ser vam, 
ö 18 | + © * * N. 
: L * 

WD e A 8% VIVA n 
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X dul. Will. Congreve. 
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7-HEN Virtub by par ſais of Fame appoare, 


We timely court the riſmg Hero's Cauſe. 
= on —_ the Poet 72 2 

peaking f hereafter, a f 9. 
The Days will come, when * all 


Returning Intereſt, from what nom we give: 
Infirufled, and ſupported by that Praiſe, 

Lind Reputation, which we ſirive to raiſe, 
Nature ſ coy, ſo hardly to be wo lt.. 
Flies, like a Miſtreſs, but to be purſu d. 
©. Congreve! boldly follum on the Chare; 

Shs bois Bebi, and wants thy flrong Embrate: - 


Sho "yields, ſhe yields, flirretders all ber Cam. 
Do you but force her gently to v A j́ : 


Such Nerves, ſuch Graces, in your Lines appear, 
As you were made to be her Raviſher. | 
Dryden has long extended bis Command, _ 
By Right Divine, quite thrtugh the Miſes LAWS 
Abſolute Lord; and holding now from none, 

But great Apollo, his undeubted Crown : 

(That Empire ſettled, and grown old in Pow) 
Can wiſh for nothrag, but. a Sktreſſor e. 

Not to enlarge his Limits, but maintain 
Thoſe Provinces, which he alone could gain, 

His eldeſt Wicherly, in wiſe Retreat, 

Thought it not worth his Quiet to be Great. 
Looſe; Band ring, Et here 

And foreign Int reſts, to his Hopes long boſt : 
Poor Lee and Otway dead! Congreve appears, 
The Darling, and laft Comfort of his Tears : 
May'ft thou live long in thy great Maſter's Smiley 
And growing under him, adorn theſe Iſles: 


But when im (de that but late) 


r And forward ſobors the Growth beyond the Years, 


in Wild Pleaſures toft, 


** 


re 


* 


Lui 


\ 


(The natural Succeſſor of kis Mind). 
Nen ma 7* thou fm 1 what * has begun: RT" 


| What thou haſt done, Lat all is in thy wy 
And to write better, onl 


| Like — le 
One out 7 2 12 


Lite China under Ground, the ripening Wares 


27 hr. ONO NE VE. 

Leaving his deathleſo 211 and, blink, ITY Fes. 
e n n 

Heir to 2 Merit, Fame his Son. 


1 wart * vhs 


muſt write more, 
*Tis ſomething to be wil g to commend; ; 


Nut ny beſt Praiſe, is, AT Friend, 


4 
. hesse Foutherme 
* * 3 * * * 


4 M. C ON GRE VE. 
12 e l r hi x7 


the inf, Ouch 7 oo * rol 
Behold, and damm i pogo way hoes eds, SO 4 
And with a . egen Spiri. en nen: " 
To paſs an Oſtraciſm on Poetry... Ee 
But you, my 3 Worth, does 55 TE 
Above their Spleen Jew Ran 8. no. 5 „wee 


an 
| ©. 


As the fir 
You riſe, 


pap ney Bag gs 


Each Line 0 of yours, like poliſh'd Stetl's ſo * FE 
In Beauty ſafe, it wants no other. G 7 
Nature her ſelf's beholden in your Drdſs, 
Which tho till like, much fairer 2 expreſs. . 
Some wainly ſtriving. Honour to obtain, 
Leave to heir Hows the The e Brain, HAS 
In a long time, haps grows ® any Card: W =o 
But you now A. e Fame; fo well yu ny. d en) IN 
The Planter taſtes kj Roi hes 
As fair Orange-ires at once Is N 

Big with what's ripe, yet ſpringing. ſt with gem; 


x a 
ian IG 


Fo at one vine. my worthy Friend appears, 


ben Ml the ſap of Yow ho, 8 F Tears 
5 


— 


ee, e pages = 


I 


n at att. 
”- 


N 0 
S! 
J 
' 
} 
N 
' } 
/ 1 


. 
I 
| | 
1 
1% 
| 
| 

| 


it | 

17h 
«1 
7 4 


- HMC ON" OPEV B. 
T0 ard 2 al, - Nu 
ut top pages I. boy Gaal "Rs 
4 het. 
N dave e 70 555 A x Hoh 
And tho my Offer ma e prove; 


Take, as 8 Frind, his of my" Love. cents 8 2 | ; 
ae. yave v8 | anne J. Marth. ; 
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The Old Bachelor- . 


TIT, liks brad way 7 n all e, 
Immortal i; e 


Ils in all Times e es vo 25 
Nur can an ill Ehe tien Ws $6. js _ _ 
For, tho the — 1 pio anf ut A 1 ys Bf >. 


Thi intrinſicł a it will retain. 9 2 0 808 — "A had \ & 7 
Then let on Ferne br writ wü Ar r; 
And Fudgment fweat to form the labour d Part: N 


Each Characfer x , and Nature ſe | 
ithout th Ingre Ae, is In all but Erl 
For thats the el 5 all the\ Mafs 2 — 
— wake our Pim, intb Grief,” or Love. 
wt Jon, too Bounteous,” ſo your Wit ſo thick, 
We we furprix d, and know not where ro pick: | 
And while with Clayying,” we are Juſt to you, COTE, 
Our ſelves we injure, and loſe ſomething new. 1 
What mayn t we then, great Youth, of thee preſage, 
Whoſe Art and Wit k much tranſcend thy r ö 
How wilt thow ſhine at thy Meridian Height # | 
Who, — Fay © vio ſo vaſt a Li tarts 
When Dr Dryden ding, ſhall the World derive; Fm 
Whom we Immortal,” as bis Works, believe: 
| . Thow ſhalt ſuccet4\ the Glory of the Stage, 
* Au and entertain you Fey. * | 
. ** S 4 1 


a 22 Ft k | : . a. 2 *. 
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PROLOGU 


Fer tho bis Batchelor be worn and coll. As $44 
{He thinks the Young may club to help the Old; 


” 


: =_ broken Sighs, in her old Fumbler's Arm. 
But for our Spark, he ſwears bell ne er be jealons © + 1 
{Of any .Rivals, but young luſfty Fellows. ES on 

* After his Bragging, prove a waſhy Knaves 


Aud never more have leave to dip his Pen: 


{= * 
K * $6.4 
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Written by the Lord FALKLAND. ; 


MTS) 1h EM 


= 3 4 


Jost Authors on the Stage ur firſt appear 
Like Widows Bridegrooms, full of Doubt and Fear: 

They judge, from the Experience of the Dame, 
How hard a Tak it is to quench her Flame: 
And who falls. fort, of furniſhing a Conrſe,.. ©. > 
Up to his brawny- Predace FEAR; > e 
With utmoſs Rage from her Embraces thrown, 85 
Remains bonvicted, at an empty Drone. 
Thus often, to his Shame, a pert Begimer 3 #4 
Proves, in the end, 4 miſerable A.. 

As for our Young ſter, I am apt to doubt him: AI 
With all the Vigour of his\Youth- about him: 
But he, more Sanguine, traſfts in ons and twenty,” | ; 
And impudently hopes he ſhall content os: 


And what alone can be atchiev'd by neither, 
Is often brought about by both together. 
The brikeſt of you all have felt Alarms, | 
Finding the Fair One proſtitute her Charms. ' _ 


Faith ler him-try his Chance, and if the Slave, 
May he be.bamſh'd to ſome lonely Den, 


i 


PROLOGUE. 


Pi} be th te n be hy 

Jinei fube will jan 19-44 
„„ 
And you muſt own him for a 


Might, 
If ty bolde COR Ie 4 4 


% eee 


V CY * 1 1 s 
* * © he WOE? * 3s os * 
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SEW 6 


rain 
113 v4 & i 124 


Spoken » Ms. tat, 
IF ak ER 
OW this wile Wirld n chang' dt, In former Day 
Prologues were ferrous Speeches before Fm As 
Grave ſolemn Things, as Gracer are % Fa 
Where Poets begg'd u Bleſfing from mann 
But now, no more like de cue enn 
A Play makes Har. and Prologue is hs Dems 9% wad. 
rr a 8 
* 


Ni threaten you who do-for Fudge: ft, 
Fo ſave-our Plays, vi elſe we'll damn your Pit. 
But for your Comfort, it fall aut o Day, 2 
We've a —— Author, and inis firſs born Plays 
o, ſtanding only on his good Behaviour, | 
&s very civil, and mereats your Favour. 2 
ot but the * e would be , 
e tran 's # baſhfrl Poet; 4 8 
You think that San #0 mater, he l — 1. 
Well, Tm his Advocate — by me he prays you, TED, 
(1 don't know whether I ſhall ſpeak to pleaſe you) ; 
He prays o bleſs me? whae ſhall T do-nowt 
0 4 


PROLOGUE 


And ud th Ck RIP 
Well, err 
O Lord, for ue ſake 'exenſs the Play, 
Becauſe, you know, if it bl dam 16 Day, 
what to ſay. 


1 ſhall be hang for ws | 


wanting 
my ſake then ——b14 I's it 
I comet fig ts lar ya Balan, 


- 
* 


| Ew 10 LEN *& 2 A Pp 


Dri mis. Perſe lone 


1 0 * — * 4 to TOE ee W 
5 ME Ne FS ITH Tl ona } 
5 2 «: . N. 1 * 17 ; AN Her . 

us a ess rl 
Reartwell, 2 Gurty old Batche: * 


lor, pretending to flight. 
Wenn ſecretly in Love Mr: Bauen 
with Silvia, 
Bellmour, in Love with Belinda, Mr. Powel. 
Painlove, capricious in his 
ve; in Love with ook, Mr. Williams. 
nn 


ne 


= Mr. Verbruggen. 
Joſeph Wittol, Mr. Bowen. 
8 Bluffe, . Ji- 44 , Mr. Haines, 


Fondlewife, a 
Setter, 2 


2155 AS Mr. Dogger. 


cath © Mr, He bill, 


" — 


wed 


dranint, in Love with a 7 
ove 
Belinda, her Couſi in, an af- 
feed Lady, in Love with, Mrs. Mountfort. 
Bellmour, © 


| Letitia, Wife to Fondlewife, Mrs. Barry. 


_— rat s forſaken RE: 2 eee 
| Loy her Maid, | Mrs. Leigh, 
etty | © IRE 
Boy and Footmen. 
*5: . | 
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8 0 E N E, The Street. 
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BEL 


Ainlove, and abroad ſo early! — Morrow; 
1 * a Contemplative Lover could no 
more have parted with his Bed in a Mor- 
I leg than he could have flept in't. 
Vain. Bellmour, Morrow Why 
truth on't is, theſe early Sallies are not u- 
o ſual to me; but Buſineſs; as you ſee, Sir— 
[Shewing Letters. AS Na muſt be follow'd, or be 
Joſt. 


Bell-Bufineſs)——— And io mol Tine, my Fried, 

be cloſe purſued, or loſt. Buſineſs is the rub of Life, 

E perverts our Aim, cafts off the Bias, and leaves we 
and ſhort of the intended Mark, 


Co 


2 


36 The Oh BATCHELOR, 


Vain. Pleaſure, I gueſs, you mean, 

Bell, Ay, what elſe haz meaning? | 

Vain. Oh the Wiſe will tell you 

Bell. More than they believe Or EOS 

Vam. How, how, Ned, à wiſe Man fay more than he 
underſtands? 
| Bell. Ay. ay, Wiſdom's nothing but a pretending to know 
and believe more than we really do. Youread of but of 
one wiſe Man, and all thet he knew was, that he knew 
nothing. Come, come, leave Bdfineſs to Idlers, and Wil 
dom to Fools; they have need of em; Wit, be my Fa- 
culty, and Pleaſure, my Occupation; and let Father Time 
' ſhake bis. Glaſs: Let low and earthly Souls grove] till they 
have wotk'dtheth ſelves fit Foot deep ihto a Brave Huſi- 
neſs is not my Element roll ia a higher Orb, and dwell-- 

Vain, In Caftles ith' Air of thy own building: That's 


thy Element, Ned Well as high. a Flier- as you-are,- 1 


have a Lure may make you * [ Flings a Letter. 
. — Low I . — ir, 1 pave _ s Eye at a Woman's 
There more lefincy the "Els Bpetkin g of 


this 1 [Takes up ls Letter] ＋ — all 
Cicers—Let me ſee— How now! Dear perfidious Vain- 
love. 1 M., 1 [ Reads, 

Vain. Hold, hols, life tbar s the wrong: 

Bell, Nay let's =_ the Nia Name * ia?) how.canft thou 
be ungrateful ts that Creature? "She's extremely pretty 
and loves thee intirely—I have heard ber breathe fuch Rap» 
tures about tbee — 

Vain. Ay, or any Body that ſhe's.about— 


Bell. No faith, Frank, you wrong ber; ſhe bas been juſt | 


to you, 

* That's pleaſant, by my troth from thee, who haſt 

bel. Never —Eer AﬀeQions: 'Tis true byi Hesv'n, ſhe 
ot d it to my Face; and bluſhing like the Virgin Morn: 

hen it diſelos d the, Cheat, * that truſty Bad of 

Nature, Night, had hid, coofeſs'd her Soul was true to 

you; cho 1 by treachery had ſtoln the Bliis 

_ Vain, 80 was true as Turtle —in Imagination,, Neu, 

ba ? Preach this Doctrine to 5 and the married 

Women will adere the. . 


eee 


ov» „ee 


The Our Batonustonk 17 


F Bell, Why taith I think it will do well enough If the 
Husband be out of the way, for the Wife to ſhew — 
Fondneſs and Impatience of his Abſence, by choo 
Lover as. like him as ſhe can, and what is uulike, 
may help out with ber own Fancy. 

Vain, But is it not un Abuſe to the Lover to be made n 
Blind of ? i 

Bell, As you ſay the Abuſe is to the Loyer, not the 
Husband: For tis an Argument of her great Zeal towards 
him, that ſhe will enjoy him in Efligy- 

Vain. It muſt be a very ſuperſtitious Country, where 
ſuch Zeal paſſes for true Devotion; I doubt it will be 
damn d by all our Proteſtant Husbands forjflat Idolatry But 
if you can make Alder man Fomulemiſe of your Perſnaßon, 
this Letter will be needleſs. 

Bell. What, * old Banker 2 the handfora 


Wife? 


Vain. Ay. 

Ball. Let me ſee, Lennie! Ob dis a delicious Morel, 
Dear Frank, thou art the trueſt Friend in the World. 

Vain, Ay, am I not? To be continually ſtarting of 
Hares for you to courſe, We were certainly eut out fos 
one another; for tny Temper quits au Amour, Joſt where 
tbine takes it up— But read that, it is an: Appointment 
for me, this Evening; when Fondlewiſe will be gone out 
of 1 Town, to meet the Maſter of a Ship, about the return 
of a Venture which he's in danger of lofing, Read, read. 

Bell. reads. Hum, Hum—Owt of Town bis Evenings 
and talks of fending for Mr. Spintext to keep me Conpany ; 
but I'll take care, he ſhall not be at home, - Good! P 
Oh the Fanatick one - ey d Fatſon! " has ee 37574 61 

Vain. Ay. 

Bell. reads. Hum, Ham— That your dune wilt 
be much more agreeable, if you can counterfeit his Habit 10 
blind the Servants. Very good! Then 1 muſt he diſgui- 
ſed— With all my Heart It adds a Guſto to an; 
Amour; gives it the greater re ſemblancefof Theft; and a- 
mong us led Mortals, the deeper the gin the Tweeter. 
Frank, Im amaz'd at thy Good- nature — 

Vain, Faith 1 hate Love when tis forc'd upon © Man. 
as Ido And this Buſineſs: i hone of my 


*+:91- ; 3 ſeckings 


18 The Orp BatcntLon. | 
ſeeking; 1 only hapned to be once or twice, where Le- 
titia was the handſomeſt Woman in Company, ſo conſe- 
quently apply'd my ſelf to her———And it ſeems ſhe 
has taken me at my Word Had you been . 
or any Body, *thad been the ſime. 

Bell. [wiſh I may ſucceed as the ſame. ; 

Vain, Never doubt it; for if the Spirit of Cuckoldom 
be once raiſed up in a Woman, the Devil can't lay it, till 
ſne has don't. 

Bell, Pr'ythee, what ſort of Fellow is Fondlewife # 

: Vain, & kind of Mongrel Zealot, ſometimes very pre- 
ciſe and peeviſh: But J have ſeen bim pleaſant h in 
his way; much addicted to Jealouſy,” but more to Fond- 
yels: 80 that as he's often Jealous without a Cauſe, bes 
as' often ſatisfied without Reaſon. b 

Bell. A very even Temper, and fit for ny Purpoſe, 1 
muſt get your for Setter to provide my Diſguiſe. ö 

Vain. Ay, you may take him for good and all if you 
— for you have made him fit for 8 ee 
Bel, You're going to viſit in return of doit Letter— 
Poor Rogue." 'Any Hour of the Day or Night will ſerve 
ber But do you kiow nothing of a new Rival there? 

Vain, Yes, Heartwell, that furly, old, pretended Woman- 
hater, thinks her Virtuous; that's one Reaſon why 1 fail 
her: I would have ber fret her ſelf out of Conceit with 

me, that ſhe may entertain ſome Thoughts of bim. 1 
Poon ſhag viſits her ev ry Day. 
Hell. Yet rails on till; and thinks his la wi ar 


| eve + little time will ſwell him ſo, he mult be fotc'd 


to give it birth; and the Diſecvery muſt needs be verg. 
15 from binaſelf ; to fre what Pains he will ken 
8 he will ſtrain to be ene of A beret, when h 
has miſcarried of it already. ; 
Vain. Well, good Morrow, ley s dive together z Tu meet 
t the old Plc 


": Bally With ald iy Heart ie tbo) obmvenient for ws to 


ay dur Afternoon Services to our Miſtreſſes; I find I am 


damnably in Love, Im o uneaſy for not having'f * B. 


s, 50 3% 18 % c 216d {17-1 


But 1 aw my Araminta, vet am as — : 


boa : SCENE 
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9245 Bellmour alone. - F hen? 

Bell. why what a Cormorant in Lore am I! who 
not contedted with the S.avery. of bonqurable Love in 
one Place, and the Pleaſure of enjoyi "g ſome half a Score 
Miſtreſſes of my own acquiring, mu yet take Vainlove's 
Bulineſs upon my Hands, becauſe it lay too heavy upon 
his; So am not * forc'd to lie with other Mens Wives 


| for * em, but muſt-alſo undertake the harder Task of obli- 


ging their Miſtreſſes I muſt take up, or I ſhall never hold 
out; Fleſh and Blood cannot bear it always... - -- ED 


"SCENE III. 


[Iv him] Sharper. 
Sbarb. Pm ſorry to ſee this, Ned: Once a Man comes 
to his Soliloquies I give him for gone. 4 
Bell. Sharper, I'm glad to ſce the. 
Chard. W at, is r eruel, that [yon are ſo chought= 


ful? 
But there's 4 Bus: 


hn 


Bell. No Frith, not for that 


fineſs of Conſequence ala out Tor. that ey 
ſome Conſideration, ' ' | 


Sharp. Prithee what Aten Buſineſs of Conſequence 
canſt thou have? 


* Bell. Why you muſt know *%is a: piece of Wotk to- 


ward the fiviſhing of:an Alder man; it ſeems I muſt put 


the laſt band to 15 and dub him Cuckold, that he may be 
equal Dignity with the reſt of his Bectlyed : So __ 

bep | Belinda'y Pardon 
© Sharp.” Faith &en give her over for e al You. 
can have no hopes of getting her for a Miſtreſs; and 'ſhe: 
is too proud, too inconſtant, too affected and too witty, 
and too hand ſom for a W if. ! 
Bell. But ſhe can't have too much — 8 
twelve thouſand 'Pdund, Im. Tis true ſhe is exceſ- 
fively foppiſh and affected; but in my Conſcience I believe 
the Baggage loves me: For ſne never ſpeaks welt of me 
her ſelt, nor ſuffers any Body elſe to rail at me. Then,; 
26 It old you, there's . thouſand Pound Hum 
V faith upon ſecond Thoughts, W appear ke 
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be ſo very neither——Giye her her due, I think 
the Woman's a Woman, and that's all. As ſuch I am 
ſure I ſhall like her; for the Devil take me if I don't love 
all the Sex. 
1 te er And here comes one who ſears a heartily be 
the Sen. 


SCENE iv. 


[ TÞ them] Hartwell. 


1 . Who? Hartwell! Ay, but he knows better thir 
—— How now, George, where haft thou been ſvarling 
odious Truths, and entertaining Company, like a Phyſi- 
cian, with Diſcourſe of their Diſeaſes and Infirmities ? 
What fine Lady haſt thou been putting out of Conceit 
with her ſelf; and perſuading that the Face ſhe had been 
making all the Morning, was none of her own? for I 
know thou art as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a 
Women, as a:Looking-glaſs after the Small-pox, + 
Heart. I confeſs 1 — not been ſneering ful ſom Ly es 
and nauſeous Flatfery, fawaing upon a little ta yry Whore, 
that will fawn,upon me again, and entertain any Puppy 
that_comes, like a Tumbler, with the ſame Tricks over 
2 For ſuch I gueſs may have been your, late Em- 

yment. 

- Bell, Wou'd: thou hadft come 4 little ſooner, Vainloue 
would have wrought thy Converkon, and been a Cham- 
pion for the Cauſ. 

Hias. What, hacks ben ered That's ma Love's 

Atril- Fools, is always upon ſome Errand that's to no pur- 
ever embarking in Adventures, Yer waver paves 
to Harbour: 

Sharp. That's betiule he We feta but in foul Wen- 
ther, loves to buffet with the ee. meet the TiJe, and 

Heart. What, has he not — Anchbr at — 'F 


Bell. Truth on'c is ſhe fits his Temper beſt, is a kind 
of floating 1ſtind; ſometimes ſeems in reach, then Vi. 


niſhes and keeps him buſied in the Scart. 


- Sher), She dad herd have a good ſhare of Senſe to u 
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Bell, Faith I don't know: He's of a Temper the moſt 
eaſy to himſelf in the World; he takes as much always 
of an Amour as he cares for, and quits it when it grows 
ſtale or unpleaſant. be | 

Sharp. An Argument of very little Paſſion, very good 
Underſtanding, and very IIl- nature. 

Heart. And proves that Vainlove plays the Fool with 
Diſcretion. 

Sharp. You, Bellmour, are bound in Gratitude to ſtickle 
for him; you with Pleaſure reap that Fruit, which he 
rakes pains to ſow: He does the Drudgery in the Mine, 
and you ſtamp your Image on the Gold. 

Bell. He's of another Opinion, and fays I do the Dru& 
gery in the Mine, Well, we have each our ſhare of Sport, 
and each that which he likes beft ; tis his Diverſion ts 
Set, 'tis mine to Cover the el | | 

Heart. And it ſhould be mine to let *em . 6 

Sharp. Not till you had Mouth'd a little George, I think 
that's all thou art fit for now. LES ; 

Heart. Good Mr, Young-Fellow, you're miſtaken; as 
able as your ſelf, and as nimble too, tho 1 mayn't have 
{ much Mercury in my Limbs; tis true indeed, I don't 
force Appetite, but wait the natural Call of my Luft, and 
think it time enough to be lewd, after I have had the 
Temptation. | a 

Bell, Time enough, ay too ſoon, I ſhould rather have 
expected, from a Perſon of your Gravity. . 

Heart, Yet it is oftentimes too late with ſome of you 
young, termagant flaſhy Sinners — you have all the Guilt 
of the Intention; and none of the Pleaſure of the Practice 
—— tis true you are ſo eager in Purſuit of the Tem 
tion, that you ſave the Devil the trouble of leading you 
into it: Nor is it out of Diſcretion, that you don't ſwal- 
low that yery Hook your ſelves bave baited, but you are 
cloy'd with the Preparative, and what ycu mean for a 


- Whet, turns the Edge of your puny Stomachs. Tour 


Love is like your Courage, which' you ſhew for the firſt 
Year or two upon all Occaſions ; till in a little time, 
being diſabled or diſarmed, you abate of your Vigour; 
and that daring Blade which was ſo often drawn, is 


Bell, 
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Bell. Thou art an old. Fornicator of a ſingular good 
Principle indeed! and art for encouraging Youth, that 
they, may be as wicked as thou art at thy Years, 

Heart. | am for havinꝑ every body be what tbey pre. 
tend to be; a Whoremaſter be a Whoremaſter; and not 
like Vainlove, kiſs 2 Lap-Dog with Paſſion,” when it 
would diſguſt him from the Lady's own Lips. 

Bell. That only happens ſometimes, where the 
has the ſweeter Breath, for the more cleanly conveyance, 
But, George, you muſt not quarrel with little Galantties 
of this nature: Women are often won by ů em. Who 
would refuſe to kiſs a Lap-Dog, if it were preliminary to 
the Lips of his Lady? ; I 
Sharp. Or omit playing with her Fan, and cooling her 
if ſhe were hot, when ir might intitle him to the Office 
of warming her when ſhe ſhould be cold? | 
Bell. What is it to read a Play in a rainy Day? Though 
Fou ſhould be now and hen interrupted in a witty Scene, 
and ſhe perhaps preſerve her Laughter, *till the Jeſt were 
over; even that may be born with, conſidering the 
Reward in proſpect. | Y | | 
- Heart, | confeſs you that. are Womens Aſſes bear 
greater Burdens: Are torced to undergo Dreſſing, Dancing, 
Singing, Sighing, Whining, Rhyming, Flattering, Lying, 
Grinning, Cringing, and the drudgery of Loving to boot. 
Bell. O Brute, the drudgery of Loving! 

Heart. Ay, why to come to Lore through all theſe 
Jncumbrances, is like coming to an Eſtate overcharg'd 
with Debts; which by the time you have pay'd, yields no 
Further profit tban what the bare tillage and manuring of 
the Land will produce at the Expence of your own 
Sweat. | | | | ES 

Bell. Prichee how doſt thou love? 
Sharp. He! he hates the Sex. 5 
Heart. 80 J hate Phyſick to yet I may love to 
take it for my Health | 85 
Bell. Well come off, George, if at any time you ſhould 
be taken ſtraying V 
, Sharp. He has need of ſuch an Excuſe, conſidering the 
preſent ſtate of his Bod. 5 25 
> Heart. How d'ye mean? 


— 
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Sharp. Why if whoring be purging (as you call it) then, 
I may ſay, Marriage is entering into a Courſe of Phy ſick. 
Boll. How, George, does the Wind blow there? 
Heart. It will as ſoon blow North and by South 
( marry, quotha! I hope in Heaven I have a greater Portion 
of Grace, and 1 think I have baited roo many of thoſe 
Traps, to be caught in one my ſelf. 
Bell. Who the Devil would have thee? unleſs twere an 
Oiſter-Woman, to propagate young Fry for Billing/gate — 
thy Talent wall never reco thee to any thing of 
better Quality. to i 
* Heart. My Talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking Truth, 
which I don't expect ſhould ever recommend me to 
People of Quality — I thank Heav'n, I have very boneſtly 
. purchas'd the Hatred of all the great Families in Town. 
Sharp. And you in return of Spleen hate them: But 
could you hope to be receiy'd into the Alliance of a noble 
Fami - een 
Heart. No, | hope I ſhall never merit that Afigion — 
to be puniſh'd with a Wife of Birth — be a Stag of the 
_ firſt Head and bear my Horgs aloft, like one of the Sup- 
. porters, of my Wife's Coat. Sdeath I would not be a 
Cuckold to &er an illuſtrious Whore in England. | 
Bell. What not to make your Family, Man! and pro- 
vide for your Children? | | = | 
Sharp. For her Children you mean. . 
Heart. Ay there you've vick't it — there's the Devil 
upon Devil — O the Pride and Joy of Heart *twou'd be 
to me, to have my Son and Heir reſemble ſuch a Duke — 
to have a fleering Coxcomb ſcoff and cry, Mr. your Son's 
mighty like his Grace, has juſt his Smile and Air of's 
Face. Then replies another — methioks be bas more of 
the Marquiſs of ſuch a Place, about his Noſe and Eyes; 
though he has my Lord what-d'ye-calls Mouth to a title 
to ben, 1, to put it off as unconcern'd, come chuck 
5 the Infant under the Chin, force a Smile and cry, ay, the 
wild Boy takes after his Mother's Relations when the Devil 
. and ſhe knows, tis a little Compound of the whole Body 
the . of Moy. "up | pens” | 
Bell. 2 8 
. 


4 
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Bell. Well but, Gearge, I bare one Queſtion to asl 
Heart. Pfhæw, I ae — ny — Time — hope 

Bell. dal George 3 
Heart. No, beſides my Buſineſs, I ſee a Fool coming 


this way. Adieu. 


man eee Tm 


K 25k Sharper, Belimour. | 
Ball. What. does he mean? Oh, *tis Sir Fol nnen 


with —_— but I ſee he has tur d the Corner, and 
| another way. 
WE: What in the name of wonder is it? 


Bell. Why a Fool. g 
Sharp. Ts a tawdry Outſide. 
| Boll. And a very beggarly Lining yet bv thay be 
weorth your Acquaintance — a little of 2 Chymiltry, 


oo may extract Gold from that Dirt. 


Sharp. Say you fo? faith T am as poor 2s # Chymitt, 
and would be as beter gan But what was be that fol- 


low bim ? Is not he a Dragon that watches thoſe Golden 


Pi pins? 


fler like a T 


the Image of Valour: He calls 
they are never aſunder yet laſt Night, 1 know not 


ell. Hang bim, no, he 8 
ceful one, I can inſure his An 
hos to rouſe, s but well 


Dragon! if be be tis a 
r dormant ; 8 8560 
Es and he will 


Sharp. A Ay, is be he of that Kidney 
Bell. Vet is ador'd by that mewn f "2s 
his Back, and indeed 


by what Miſchance, the Knight was alone, and had fallen 


Into the Hands of ſome Night-walkers, who, I ſoppole, 
would have pillaged him: I chanc'd to come by, ind 


reſcued him: though I belicve he wes — hr 
for as ſoon as ever he was looſe, he ran away, gy 


\ 


a Slack Gown does Atheiſm Fou muſt know he 


ſtay ing to ſce who had help'd him. 

Sharp, Is that Bully' of hi in the Army? 

Bell. No, but is a Pretender, and wears the Habit 10 3 
Soldier? which now-a'days as often clokes Cowardiſe, as 


has 


>—— — —— — Ne — — 


- a Thought 
> 
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has been abroad went purely to run away from 2 
Campaign; enrich'd -himſelf with the Plunder of a few 
Oaths — and here vents em apainſt the General, who 
Alighting Men of Merit, and preferring only thoſe of In- 
tereſt, has made him quit the Service. 3 : 
Sharp. Wherein no doubt he magnifies his own Perfor- 
mance. | f | 
Bell. Speaks Miracles, is the Drum to his own Praife 
— the only Implement of a Soldier he reſembles, like 


% 


that, being full of bluſtring Noiſe and Emptineſs — * 


- Sharp. And like that, of no uſe but to be beaten. 
Bell. Right ; but, then, the Compariſon breaks, for he 


will take a drubbing with as litttle Noiſe as a Pulpit 
Cuſhion, | 


Sharp. His name, and I have done? 
Bell. .Why that, to paſs it current too, he has gilded 


with a Title; he is call'd Capt. Bluffe. 


Sharp. Well, Pll endeavour his acquaintance — you 
ſteer another Courſe, are bogad, 


For Love's Iſland: I, for the golden Coaft, 
May each ſucceed in what he wiſhes moſt, 


. 
1 


_— 


— 
— 


ACT 1.--S$CENE I. 
Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Sharper. following. 


Sharp. CURE: that's be, and alone. 

+ Fa Sir. Fo, Um — Ay this, this is the very damn'd 
Place; the inhumane Canibals, the bloody-minded Villains 
-would"bave butcher'd me laſt Night: No doubt, they 
would. have flesd me alive, have fold my Skin, and de- 
voured, G . i | 1 4 
Sharp. How's this! 12. 4 

Sir Fo. An it hadn't been for a civil Gentleman as came 


by and frighted em away — but agad I durſt not ſtay 


to give him Thanks. x | 
Sharp. This muſt be Bellmouthe means == ba! I have 


Sir 


© 
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Sir Fo. Looks, would the Captain would come; the 
very Remembrance makes me _ agad I ſhall never 
ily. 


be reconciled to this Place heart 


Sharp. Tis but trying, and being where I am at worſt, 
now luck! curs'd Fortune! this muſt be the Place, 
this damn'd * Place | | 

Sir Fo. Agad and ſo 'tis—— why here has been more 
Miſchief done I perceive. | 
Sharp, No, tis gone, tis loſt —— ten thouſand Devils 


| en that Chance which drew me hither; ay here, juſt 


here, this Spat to me is Hell; nothing to be found, but 


. the Deſpair of what I've loſt. [Looking about as in ſearch, 


Sir Fo. Poor Gentleman — by the Lord Harry Vil ſtay 
no longer, for I have found too — — 
Sharp. Ha! who's that has found ? What have you 
Found? reſtore it quickly, or by 15 
Sir Fo. Not I, Sir, not I, as I've a Soul to be ſav'd, I 
Have tound nothing but what has been to my loſs, as I 
may ſay, and as you were ſaying, Sir. 127 
Sharp. O your Servant, Sir, you are ſafe then it ſeems; 
tis an ill Wind that blows no body good: Well, you may 
rejoice over my ill Fortune, ſince it pay d the Price of 
your Ranſom. | 
Sir Fo. I rejoice! agad not I, Sir: Tm very ſorry far 
our Loſs, with all my Heart, Blood and Guts, Sir; and 
2 you, did but know me, you'd ne'er ſay I were fo ill- 


natur d. 


5 Sharp. Koow you; why can you be ſo ungrateful, to 
rget me! 
5 bir Fo. O Lord forget, him! No, no, Sir, I don't forget 
you EI I never ſaw your Face before, agad. Ha, 
Sharp. How! angrily. 
Sir Fo. Stay, ſtay, Sir, let me recollect — he's — 


Angry Fellow — I believe I had better remember him, 


till L can get out of bis ſight; but out o fight out o mind 


2 a | ide. 
| = Methought the Service I did you laſt Night u. 


in preſerving you from thoſe Ruffians, might have taken 


better Root in your ſhallow Memory, 
| P ; 
* 


— — 


5 | x 


The OI D BaTcutLorR: 25 


bir Fo. Gads-Dagpers-Belts-Blades and Scabbards, this 
is the very Gentleman! How ſhall I make him a Return 
ſuitable to the Greatneſs of his Merit ] had a pretty 
thing to that purpoſe, if he han't frighted it out of m 
Memory, Hem! hem! Sir, I moſt ſubmiſſively implore 
your Pardon for my Tranſgreſſion of Ingratitude and 
Omiſſion; having my intire Dependence, Sir, upon the 
ſuperfluity of your Goodneſs, which, like an Inundation 
will, I hope, totally immerge the recollection of m 
Error, and leave me floating in your Sight, upon the full 
blown Bladders of Repentance — by the help of which; 
J ſhall once more hope to ſwim into your Favour. [ Bows: 


Sharp. So-h, O Sir I am eaſily pacify'd, the Acknow- 
ledgmeat of a Gentleman 


Sir Fo, Acknowledgment! Sir, I am all over Acknow? 


l-dgment, and will not ſtick to ſhew it in the greateſt 
Extremity, by Night, or by Day, in Sickneſs, or in 
Health, Winter, or Summer; all Seaſons and Occaſions 


| ſhall teſtify the Reality and Gratitude of your ſuperabun- 


2 humble Servant Sir Joſeph Wittoll Knight. Hem! 
m! 
Sharp. Sir Joſebh Wittoll. 

Sir Fo, The ſame Sir, of Wittoll Hall in Comitatu Bucks; 

Sharp. Is it poſſible! Then, I am happy, to have obli- 
ged the Mirrour of Knight-hood and Pink of Courteſy in 
the Ape: let me embrace you, 2 

Sir Fo. O Lord, Sir! Ty” 
Sharp. My loſs, 1 eſteem ns a Trifle repay'd with In- 
tereſt, ſince it has purchas'd me the Friendſhip and Ac- 


N of the Perſon in the World, whoſe Character 


admire. 72 8 | 
Sir 70. You are only pleas d to fay ſo, Sir But 


Fray it I may be fo bold, what is that Loſs you mention? 


Sharp. O term it no longer ſo, Sir. In the Scuffle, 
laſt Night, 1 only drept a Bill of a hundred Pound, which, 
I confeſs, I came halt deſpairing to recover; but thanks 
to my better Fortune. | | 

Sir Fo. You have found it, Sir, then it ſeems; I profeſs 
I'm heartily glad 

Sharp. Sir, your humble Servant I don't queſtion 
but you are; that you baye ſo cheap an Opportunity of ex- 
ER B 2 | preſſing 


a — — 
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preſſing your Gratitude and Generoſity. Since the Paying 


ſo trivial a Sum, will wholly acquit you and doubly en- 
e me. t 

Sir Jo. What a dickens does he mean by a trivial Sum? 
[ 4ſ6d?.] But han't you found it, Sir! 

Sharp. No otherwile I vow to Gad but in my Hopes in 

ou, Sir. x 
: Sir Fo. Humh. 

Sharp. But that's ſufficient T were Injuſtice 
to doubt the Honour of Sir Foſeph Wittoll. : 
Sir Fo. O Lord, Sir. | | 

Sharp. You are above (I'm ſure) a Thought ſo low, to 
ſuffer me to loſe what was ventur'd in your Service; Nay 
'twas in a manner —— paid down for your deliyerances 
—_ ſo much lent you —— And you ſcorn, Ill ſay that 

r you 

Sir Fo. Nay Il ſay that for my ſelf (with your leave, 
Sir,) 1 do ſcorn a dirty thing. But agad Pa a little out of 
Pocket at preſent. | : 

Sharp. Pſhaw you can't want a hundred Pound. Your 
Word is ſufficient we where: Tis but borrowing ſo 
much Dirt, you have large Acres and can ſoon repay it — 
Mony is but Dirt, Sir Joſep — Meer Dirt. 


Sir Fo. But I profeſs, tis a Dirt I have waſhed my 


Hands of at preſent; I have laid it all out upon my Back, 
Sharp, Are you ſo extaravagant in Clothes, Sir Foſeph.? 
Sir Fo. Ha, ha, ha, a very good Jeſt I profeſs, ha, ha, 

ha, a very good Jeſt, and I did not know that I had Taid 

it, and that's a better Jeſt than t'other. *Tis a fign you 
and I ha'n't been long acquainted ; you have loft a good 

Jeſt for want of knowing me — J only mean a Friend of 

mine whom 1 call my Back; he ſticks as cloſe to me, 

and follows me through all Dangers — he is indeed Baek, 

Breaſt and Headpiece as it were to me— agad he's a brave 


Fellow — Pauh, I am quite another thing, when I am 


with him: I don't fear the Devil (bleſs us) almoſt if he 
be by. Ah — had he been with me laſt Night — 
Sharp. If he had, Sir, what then? he could have done 
no more, nor perhaps have ſuffer'd ſo much —— had he 
n hundred Pound to loſe? T 


: Sir 


Sir Fo. O Lord Sir, by no means (but I might bave 
fav'd a hundred Pound) I meant innocently, as I hope to 
be ſaved Sir, (a damn'd hot Fellow) only as I was ſaying, 
J let bim have all my ready Mony to redeem his great 
Sword from Limbo—— But, Sir, I have a Letter of 
Credit to Alderman Fondlewife, as far as two hundred 
Pound, and this Afternoon you ſhall ſee I am a Perſon, ſuch 
a one as you would wiſh to have met with ————— 

Sharp. That you are I'll be ſworn [Aſide.] Why that's 
great and like your{ſelf.. 


S O.E-N-K-.1E 
[To them] Captain Bluffe. 


Sir 70. O here a' comes—Ay my Hector of Troy, wel. 
come my Bully, my Back; agad my Heart has gone a pit 
pat for thee. 0 | | 

Bluff. How now, my young Knight? Not for Fear I 
hope; he that knows me muſt be a Stranger to Fear. 

Sir Jo. Nay agad I hate Fear ever fince I had like to 
have dy'd of a Fright——But 


, 


Bluff. But? Look you here, Boy, here's ou Antidote, 


here's your Jefuit's Powder for a ſhaking Fit But 
who haſt thou got with thee, is he of Mettle? g 
1 5 [Laying his Hand upon his Sword, 
Sir Fo, Ay, Bully, a Deviliſh ſmart Fellow : à will fight 
like a Cock, 


Bluff. Say you ſo? then I honour him — But 
has he been abroad? for every Cock will fight upon] his 
own Dunghill, | | 

Sir Fo. I don't know, but Vl preſent you 

Bluff. Vil recommend my ſel. Sir, I honour you; L 
underitand you love fighting, I reverence a Man that 
loves fighting, Sir, I kiſs your Hilts. a 

Sharp. Sir your Servant, but you are miſinform'd, for 
unleſs it be to ſerve my particular Friend, as Sir Foſeph- 
here, my Country, or my Religion, or in ſome very juſ- 
tifiable Cauſe, I'm not for it, 


Bluff. O Lord, I beg your Pardon, Sir, I find you are 


not ot my Palate, you can't reliſh a Diſh of fighting with- 
out {weet Sauce, Now I think fighting, for fighting 
ſakes ſufficient Cauſe; fighting, to me's Religion and the 

| „ S Jer 
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Sir Fo. Ah, well faid my Hero; was not that great: 
Sir? by the Lord Harry, he ſays true; fighting, is Meats 
Drink and Cloth to him. But Back, this Gentleman is 
one of the beſt Friends I have in the World, and ſaved 
my Life laſt Night You know I told you. | 
Bluff. Ay! Then 1 honour him again Sir, may L 
eraye your Name? ; 

Sharp. Ay, Sir, my Name's Sharper. 

Sir Fo. Pray, Mr. Sharper embrace my Back — very 
well——by the Lord Harry, Mr. Sharper, he's as brave 2 
Fellow as Cannibal, are not you Bully-Back ? | 

Sharp. Hannibal 1 believe you mean, Sir Joſeph. 8 

Bluff. Undoubtedly he did Sir; faith, Hannibal was 4 
very pretty Fellow——but Sir Foſeph, Compariſons are 
odious——Hanzibal was a very pretty Fellow in thoſe 
Days, it muſt be granted——but alas Sir! were he alive 
now, he would be nothing, nothing in the Earth, 

Sharp. How Sir! I make a doubt, if there be at this 
Day a greater General breathing. 

Bluff. Oh excuſe me Sir; have you ſery'd abroad, Sir? 

Sharp. Not I really, Sir. 

Bluff. Oh I thought ſo — Why then you can know 
nothing, Sir: I am afraid you ſcarce know the Hiſtory 
of the late War in Flanders, with all its particulars. 

Sharp. Not I, Sir, no more than publick Letters, or 
Gaxettes tell us. | | | 

Bluff. Gazette! Why there again now Why, Sir, 
there are not three Words of Truth, the Year round, put 
into the Gaxette I'll tell you a ſtrange thing now as 
to that——You muſt know, Sir, I was Reſident in 
Flanders the laft Campaign; had a ſmall Poſt there; butno 
matter for that Perhaps, Sir, there was ſcarce any 
thing of Moment done but an humble Servant of yours, 
that ſhall be nameleſs, was an Eye Witneſs of ——I won't 
ſay bad the greateſt ſhare in't. Tho" I might ſay that too, 
ſince I name no Body you know-—— Well, Mr. Sharper, 
would you think it? In all this time——as I hope for a 
Truncheon— this raſcally Gazette-wrizer never ſo much 
as once mention'd me Not once by the Wars Took 
no more notice, than as if Not, Bluffe had not been in the 
Land of che Living 3 
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_ Sharp. Strange! | ; Y | 

Sir Fo. Yet by the Lord Harry tis true Mr. Sharper, for 
mm every Day to Coffee-Houſes to read the Gazette 
my ſelf. | 

Bluff. Ay, ay, no matter Vou ſee Mr. Sharper after all « 
I am content to retire——Liye a private Perlon— Scipis 
and others bave done it, 

Sharp. Impudent Rogue. | [ Jſede; 

Sir Fo. Ay, this damn'd Modeſty of yours Agad is 
he would put in for't he might be made General bimſct$ 


et. | 

a Bluff. Oh fy, no, Sir Foſepþ—— You know I hate this. 
Sir Fo. Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a little, how you 

eat Fire once out of the Mouth of a Cannon —agad he 

did; thoſe impenetrable Whiskers of his have confronted 

Flames | | : 
Bluff. Death, what do you mean, Sir Foſeph 7” 

Sir Fo; Look you now, I tell you he's ſo modeſt he'll 


'own nothing. 


Bluff. Piſh you have put me out, I have forgot what 
T was about, Pray hold your Tongue, and give me 
kaye, | | [ ngrily, 

Sir Fo. Tam dumb. | 

Blaff. This Sword, I think, I was telling you of Mr. 
Sharper —— This Sword Ill maintain to be the beſt Di- 
vine, Anatomiſt, Lawyer or Caſuiſt in Europe; it ſhall de- 
cide a Controverſy or ſplit a Cauſe — | 

Sir Fo. Nay, now I muſt ſpeak; it will ſplit a Hair? 
by the Lord Harry, I have ſeen it. | 
Bluff. Zouns Sir, it's a Lye, you have not ſeen it, nor 
ſhan'r ſee it; Sir, I ſay you can't ſee; what d'ye ſay te 
that now 7 © Gal 

Sir Fo. I am blind. | | 
Bluff. Death, had any other Man interrupted we 

Sir Fo, Good Mr. Sharper, ſpeak to him; I dare not 
look that way. | | 

Sharp. Captain, Sir Foſeph's penitent. ; . 

Bluff. O Lam calm, ane ee 
Bat t was indiſcreet, when you knoww hat will provoke 
me—Nay come, Sir Faſepb, you know my Heat foon 


over. 
OY B 4 | Sir Jo. 
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Sir Jo. Well, I am a Fool ſometimes— But I'm ſorry! 
Bluff. Enough. | | 
Sir Fo. Come we'll go take a Glaſs to drown Animo- 
ſities. Mr. Sharper, will you partake? | 
Sharp.” 1 wait on you, Sir; nay pray Captain— You 


_ are Sir Foſeph's Back. 


SCENE I. 

Araminta, Belinda, Betty waiting in Araminta's Apartment: 
Belin. Ah! Nay, Dear— pr'ythee good, dear ſweet 
Couſin, no more; oh Gad, I ſwear you'd make one ſick 
to hear you. e ; 
Aram. Bleſs me! what have I faid to move you thus? 
Belin. Oh you have raved, talked idly, and all in Com- 
mendation of that filthy, awkward, two-leg'd Creature, 
Man——you don't know what you ve ſaid, your Fever has 

tranſported you. | | 
Aram. If Love be the Fever which you mean, kind 
Heav'n avert the Cure: Let me have Oilto feed that Flame 


and 2 jet it be extinct, *cill I my ſelf am Aſhes, 


Beli. There was Whine!—0O Gad, I hate your hor- 
rid Fancy— This Love is the Devil, and ſure to be in 
Love is to be poſſeſs d Tis in the Head, the Heart, 
the Blood, the. All over——O Gad you are quite 
ſpoil'd—1 ſhall lothe the Sight of Mankind for your 
fake, Te OED Ne | 
Lan. Fy, this is proſs Affectstion A little of Bel. 
mour's Company would ehange the Scene. | : 
Belin. Filthy Fellow! I wonder, Couſin ——— 
Aram. I wonder, Couſin, you ſhould imagine, I don't 


perceive you tare him, 2, 

Belin, Oh I love your hideous Fancy! Ha, ha, ha, love 
a Man! 

Aram. Love a Man! yes, you would not love a Beaſt, 

Belin, Of all Beaſts not an Aſs— Which is ſo like your 
Vainlove——Lard I have ſeen an Aſs look ſo. Chagrin, Haz 
ha, ha, (you muſt pardon me, I can't belp laughing) that 
an abſolute Lover would haye concluded the poor Creature 
to have had Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and all that in 
his Breaſt, Araminta, come I'll talk ſeriouſly to you 
now; could ou ty ſee with my Eyes, the Buffoonry of 
one Scene of Addreſs, a Lover, ſet out with all his Eaul. 


i 
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page and Appurtenances; O Gad] ſure you) would — 


But you play the Game, and conſequently can't ſee the 


Miſcarriages obvious to every Stander by. 

Aram. Yes, yes, I can ſee ſomething near it, when 
you] and Bellmour meet. You don't know that you 
dreamt of Bellmour laſt Night, and; calld'him aloud in 
your Sleep. l 

Belm. Piſh, I can't help dreaming of the Devil ſome- 
times; would you from thence infer I love him? 

Aram. But that's not all; you caught me in your Arms 
when you named him, atid preſs'd me to your Boſom— 
Sure if I had not pinch'd you till you wak'd, you had ſti- 
fle+ me with Kiſſcs. | AM 

Belin, O barbarous Aſperſion! : | 
Aram. No Aſperſion, Couſin, we are alone Nay I 
can tell you more. | 

Belin I deny it all. | | 

Aram, What before you hear it? „5 

Belin. My Denial is premeditated like your Malice 
Lard, Couſin, you talk odly What ever the Matter] is, 
O my Sol, I'm afraid you'll follow evil Courſes. 
Aran. Ha, ha, ha, this is pleaſant. 

Belin, You may laugh, bu. 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha. | | N 
Belm. You think the malicious Grin becomes you 
The Devil take Bellmour — Why do you tell me of him ? 

Aram. Oh is it come out—now you are angry, I am 


ſure you love him. I tell no body elſe, Couſin 1 


have not betray'd you yet. | 
Belin. Pr'ythee tell it all the World, it's falſe. 
Aram. Come then, kiſs and Friends, 
Belin. Piſh. 
Aram. Pr'ythee don't be fo peeviſh. 
Belin. Pr'ythee don't be ſo impertinent. Betty; 
Aram. Ha, ha, ha, 
Betty, Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam ? 
Belin. Get my Hoods and Tippet, and bid the Footman 
call a Chair. 
; I I hope you are not going out in dudgeon, Cou- 
f 
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r 
[To them] Footman, rf 
Foot, Madam, there are | | 
Belm, Is there a Chair ? 5 N 
Foot, No, Madam, there are Mr. Bellmour and Mr. Vain- 
deve to wait upon your Lady ſhip. RE 
Aram. Are they below? ; 
Foot, No, M „they ſent before, to know if you 
were at home, [ep 
Belm. The Viſit's to you, Couſin, I ſuppoſe I am at 
my Liberty. £4 | 
Aram. Be ready to ſhew em vp. 
We SOC ENG NY. 
[To them] Betty with Hoods and Looking. Glaſi. 
I can't tell, Couſin, I believe we are equally concern'd : 
But if you continue your Humour, it won't be very en- 
tertaining ( know ſhe'd fain be perſuaded to ſtay ) 1 
Belin. 1 ſhall oblige you, in aving you to the full and 
free Enjoyment of that Converſation you admire. 
Belin, Let me ſee; hold the Glaſs — Lard I look wretch- 
Aram. Betty, why dont you help my Couſin? 
” Dp” Putting on her Hoods, 
Belin. Hold off your Fiſts, and ſee that he gets a Chair 
with a high Roof, or a very low Seat——Stay, come 
back here you Mrs. Fidget you are fo ready to go to 
the Footman——Here, take em all again, my Mind's 
chang d, I won't go. LS ada Rs nn ; 
SCENE Vl. 
Araminta, Belinda. . 
Aram. So, tbis I expected You won't oblige me 


then, Couſin, and let me have all the Company to my ſelf. 


Belin. No; upon deliberation, I have too much Chari- 
ty to truſt you to your ſelf. The Devil watches all Op- 
portunities; and in this fayourable Diſpoſition of your 
Mind, Heay'n knows how far you may be tempted; I 
am tender of your Reputation. | IR 

Aram. I am oblig'd to you But who's malicious now 


Belinda? 5 
15 „ 


- ” 


The Ord BATCHELOR, 35 
Belin. Not I; witneſs my Heart, I ſtay out of p 
Affection. : b 5 ET 

Aram. In my Conſcience I -belieye you, | 

SCENE MECH 
[To them] Vainlove, Bellmour, Footman. . 

Bell. So, Fortune be prais d! To find you both with- 
in, Ladies, is | 

Aram, No Miracle, I hope. 

Bell. Not o'your fide, Madam, I confeſs But my 
Tyrant there and I, are two Buckets that can neyer come 
together, | 
8 Nor are ever like — et we often meet and 


Bell, How never like! marry Hymen forbid, But this 
it is to run ſo extravagantly in Debt; I bave laid out ſuch 
a World of Love in your Service, that you think you can 
never be able to pay me all: So ſhun me for the ſame 
Reaſon that you would a Dun. | 

Belin. AY: on my Conſcience,and the moſt impertinent 
and troubleſome of Duns—a Dun for Mony will be 
quiet, when he ſees his Debtor has not wherewithal 


But a Dun for Love is an eternal Torment that never 


reſts 
Bell. Till he has created Love where there was none 


and then gets it for his Pains. For Importunity in Love, 


like Importunity at Court, firſt creates its own Intereſt, 
and then purſues it for the Favour. 

Aram. Favours that are got by Impudence and Impor- 
tunity, are like Diſcoveries from the Rack, when the af- 
flicted Perſon, for his caſe, ſometimes confeſſes Secrets his 


Heart knows nothing of. 


Vain. I ſhould rather think Fayours, ſo gain'd, to be 
due Rewards to indefatigable Devotion For as Love 
is a Deity, he muſt be ſet vd by Prayer. 

Belin. O Gad, would you would all pray to Love then, 
and let us alone. 

Vain. You are the Temples of Love, and *cis through 
you, our Devotion muſt be convey d. 

Aram. Rather poor filly Idols of your own making, 
which, upon the leaſt Diſpleaſure you forſake, and ſer up 

| New — 
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new—Every Man, now, changes his Miſtreſs and bis 
Religion, as his Humour varies or his Intereſt, 

Vain. O Madam —— : 

Aram, Nay come, I find we are growing ſerious, and 
then we are in great Danger of being dull If my Mu- 
fick-Maſter be not gone, I'll entertain you with a new 
Song, which comes pretty near my own Opinion of Love 
and your Sex—Who's there? Is Mr. Gavot gone? (Calls, 

Foot. Only to the next Door, Madam; Vil call him, 


| | SCENE VIII. 
| | Araminta, Belinda, Vainlove, and Bellmour, 
| 


Bell, Why, you won't hear me with Patience. 
Aram. What's the matter, Coufin ? 

Bell. Nothing, Madam, only | 
| Belin, Pr'ythee hold thy Tongue—Lard, he has ſo 
| peſter d me with Flames and Stuff — I think I ſhan't en- 


| dure the fight of a Fire this Twelvemontb. 
| | Bell, Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart. 

'" Belin. O Gad I hate your hidcoys Fancy=—you faid 
that once before if you muſt talk impertinen ly, for 
Heaven's ſake let it be with Variety; don't come always, 

like the Devil. wrapt in Flames —Vll not hear a Sentenc e more, 
that begins with an J burn Or an, I beſeech you, Madam. 

1 Bell. But tell me how you would be ador'd—1 am ve- 

| | ry tractable. | 

1 Belin. Then know, I would be ador'd in Silence. 

1 Buell. Humpb, I thought fo, that you might have all 

the talk to your ſelf—you had Better let me ſpeak; for if 

my Thoughts fly to any Pitch, I ſhall wake villanous Signs. 
Belin. What will you get by that? to make ſuch Sigus 
as I won't underſtand, | 
Bell, Ay, but if Pm Tongue-ty'd, I muſt have all my 

Actions free to Quicken your Apprehenfion—and l- gad 

| let me tell you, my moſt prevailing Argument is expteis'd 

1 in dumb ſnew. | | | ; 

SCENE IX 

[To them] Muſick- Maſter. 


Aram. O I am glad we ſhall have a Song to divert the 
Diſcourſe —Pray oblige us with the laſt new Song. 


$ SONG, 


ert the 
N G. 


make Signs. 


Alitt 


The Or D BartcusL on: 
„ 
N . ; 
Thus to a ripe- conſenting Maid, 
Poor. old. repenting Delia ſaid, 
Wonld you long preſerve your Lover 
Would you ſiul his Goddeſs reign & 
Never let him all diſcover, ; 
Never let him much obtain. 5 
II. | "ly 
Men will admire, adore and dle, ; 
While wiſhmg at your Feet they lie: 
But admitting their Embraces, . 
Wakes 'em from the Golden Dream; 
Nothing's new beſides our Faces, 
Every Woman is the ſame. 


Aram, So, how de'e like the wy, Gentlemen? 
Bell. O very well perform'd—but I don't much admire 


the Words, | 
Aram. | expected it—there's too much Truth in em: 
If Mr. Gavos will walk with us in the Garden, we'll have 
it once again—you may like it better at ſecond hearing, 
You'll bring my Couſin. 
Bell, Faith Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but P11 
[Addreſſes Belinda in dumb ſhew. 
Belin. O foh, your dumb Rheturick is more ridicalous, 


A 


than your talking Impertinence; as an Ape is a much 


more troubleſome Animal than a Parrot. 


Aram. Ay, Couſin, and *tis a ſign the Creatures mi- 
mick Nature well; for there are few Men, but do more 
cally things than they ſay, | 

Bell. Well, I find my Apiſhneſs has paid the Ranſom 


for my Speech, and fer it at Liberty—tho?, I confeſs, I 


could be well enough pleas d to drive on a Love- Bargain, 
in that ſilent manner — twould fave a Man a world of 


Lying and Swearing at the Year's end. Beſides I have had 
E Experience, that brings to mind : 
When Wit and Reaſon, both have fail d, to move; 
Kind Looks and Actions (from Succeſs) do prove, 
Ev'n Silence may be Eloquent in Love, 5 

| | > 
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ACT m. SCENE I 


SCENE, The Street. 


Silvia and Lucy, 
Silv. ILL be not come then? | 

: Lucy. Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if you 
will go in and be ready to receive him. 

Silv. Why did you not tell me?—— Whom mean you? 

Lucy. Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell. 

Sil. Senſeleſs Creature, I meant my Yainlove. 

Lucy. You may as ſoon hope, to recover your own 
Maidenhead, as his Love, Therefore een ſet your Heart 
at reſt; and in the Name of Opportunity mind your own 
Buſineſs, Strike Heartwell home, before the Bait's worn 
off the Hook. Age will come. He nibbled fairly yeſter- 
day, and no doubt will be cager enough to Day, to ſwal- 
low the Temptation. 

Silvi Well, fince there's no Remedy Yet tell me—for I 
would know, tho' to the Anguiſh of my Soul; how did 
ke refuſe? Tell me— how did he receive my Letter, in 
Anger or in Scorn ? - | 

Lucy. Neither ; but what was ten times worſe, with 
damn'd, ſenſeleſs Indifference, By this Light I could 
have ſpit in his Face — Receive it! Why he receiv'd it, as 
I would one of your Lovers that ſhould come empty-handed; 
as a Court Lord does his Mercer's Bill, or a begging Dedicati- 
on — be recety'dit, as ift had been a Letter from his Wife. 

Silv. What, did he not read it? Sk 

Lacy. Hum'd it over, gave you his Reſpects, and aid, . 
he would take time to peruſe it but then he was in haſte, 

Silv. Reſpects, and peruſe it! He's gone, and Araminta 
has bewitch'd bim from me— Ob how the Name of Ri- 
val fires my Blood could curſe em both; eter- 
nal Jealouſy attend her Love, and Diſappointment meet 
his. Oh tbat I could revenge the Torment he has cauyd 
-- methinks 1 feel the Woman ſtrong within me, and 
Vengeance kindles in che room of Lose. ; 


* 
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Lacy. I have that in my Head may make Miſchief. 

Silv. How, dear Lucy. te 
Tucy. You know Araminta's diſſembled Coyneſs has 
won, and keeps him hers | 

Silv. Cou'd we perſuade him, that ſhe loves another — 
Lucy. No, you're out; could we perſuade him, that 
The dotes on him, himſelf — Contrive a kind Letter as 
from her, twould diſguſt his Nicety, and take away his 
Stomach. | 

Silv. Impoſſible, *twill never take. 

Lacy. Trouble not your Head. Let me alone——T 
will inform my ſelf of what paſt between em to Day, 
and about it ſtraight Hold, Pm miſtaken, or that's 
Heartwell, who ſtands talking at the Corner — *cis he — 
go get you in, Madam, receive him pleaſantly, dreſs up 
your Face in Innocence and Smiles; and diſſemble the 
very want of Diſſimulation — You know what will 
take him, | 

Silv. Tis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it is to con- 
ceal it: but I'll do my weak endeavour, though I fear 1 


have not Art. 


1 Hang Art, Madam, and truſt to Nature for dig 
mbling. a „ 
N — by Nature Womans Cully made: 

We never are but by our ſelves betray d. 


S CEN E IL 
Heartwell, Vainlove and Bellmour following; 
Bell. Hiſt, hiſt, is not that Hearzwell going to Silvia ? 
Vain. He's talking to himſelf, I think, prithee let's try 


If: we can hear him, 


Heart. Why whither in the Devil's Name am I a going 
now? Hum — let me think — Is not this Silvia's 4 
the Cave of that Enchantreſs, and which conſequently I 
ought to ſhun as I would Infection? To enter here, is to 
t on the envenom'd Shirt, to run into the Embraces of 
a Fever, and in ſome raving Fit, be led to plunge my ſelf 
into that more conſuming Fire, a Woman's Arms, Ha! 
yell recollected, I will recover my Reaſon, and be gone. 
Bell. Now Venus forbid! 
Vain. Huſh ——— 
* _ 


* 
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Heart. Well, why do you not move? Feet, do your 
Office —— not one Inch; no, foregad I'm caught — 
There ſtands my North, and thither my Needle points — 
Now could I curſe my elf, yet cannot repent. O thou 
delicious, damnꝰd, dear, deſtructive Woman! S death how 
the young Fellows will hoot me! I ſhall be the Jeſt of 
the Town. Nay in two Days, I expect to be Chronicled 
in Ditty, and ſung in woeful Ballad, ro the Tune of the 
ſuperannuated Maidens Comfort, or the Batchelors Fall; 
and upon the third, I ſhall be hang'd in Effigy, paſted up 
for the exemplary Ornament of neceſſary Houſes, and 
Coblers Stalls Death, I can't think on't — Il run 
into the Danger to loſe the Apprehenſion. 
SCENE III. 
| Bellmour, Vainlove. | 
Bell, A very certain Remedy, probatum eff —— Ha, ha; 
ha, poor George, thou art Yth right, thou haſt ſold thy ſelf 
to Lavghter; the ill- naturd Town will find the Jeſt juſt 
-pwhere thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ha, how a' ſtruggled, like an 
old Lawyer between two Fees,” RO. 
6-18 Or a young Wench, cen Pleaſure and Repu- 
ion. r ; * ; 
Bell, Or as you did to Day, when half afraid ' yon 
ſnatch'd a Kiſs from Araminta. ; 
Vain. She has made a Quarrel on't. | 
1 Bell. Paub, Women are only angry at ſuch Offences, 
| | | to have the Pleaſure of forgiving em. 
4 18 Pain. And I love to have the Pleaſure of making. my 
in Peace I ſhould not eſteem a Pardon if too eaſily 
| 4 . won, | z 2 WS 15 
1 Bell. Thou doſt not know what thou would'ſt be at; 
1 whether thou would'ſt have her angry or pleas d. Could'ſt 
1 thou be content to marry Araminta? | ; 
. Vain, Could you be content to go to Heay'n? 
Bel. Hum, not immediately, in my Conſcience not 
-heartily? I'd do alittle more good in my Generation firſt, 
in order to deſerve it. 14 be | | 
Vain. Nor | to marry Araminta till I merit ber.. 
Bell, But how the Devil doſt thou expect to get her if 
| e , om 


ü man, 
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Pain. That's true; but I would 


Bell. Marry her without her Conſent; thou'rt a Riddle 
beyond Woman | 


SCENE IV. 


| [To them] Setter, 
Truſty Setter, what Tidings? How goes the Project. 
Setter. As all lewd Projects do, Sir, where the Devil 
prevents our Endearments with Succeſs. . 
Bell, A good hearing, Setter, 
Vain, Well, I'll leave you with your Engineer. 
Bell. And haſt thou provided Neceſſaries? 
Setter. All, all, Sir; the large ſanctified Hat, and the 


little preciſe Band, with a ſwinging long ſpiritual Cloke, 


to coyer carnal Knayery — not forgetting the black Patch, 
which Tribulation Spinteæt wears, as I'm inform'd, upon 
one Eye, as a penal Mourning for the ogling Offences of 
his Youthz and ſome ſay, with that Eye, he firſt diſco» 
yer'd the frailty of his Wife. <4 : 
Bell, Well, in this fanktick Father's Habit, will I con- 
feſs Letitia. | 
- Fetter, Rather prepare her for Confeſſion, Sir, by helps. 
ing — to Sin. Fs | 
Bell. Be at your Maſter's Lodging, in the Evening, I. 
ſhall uſe the Robes. * . - 


SCENE V. 

ons 2 Setter alone. | | 
Setter. I ſhall, Sir —— I wonder to which of theſe two- 
Gentlemen I do moſt properly appertain the one uſes 
me as his Attendant; the other (being the better acquain«- 
ted with my Parts) employs me as a Pimp; why that's 
much the more honourable Employment — by all means 
I follow one as my Maſter, tother follows me as, 


his Conductor. | 
SCENE VE 
& [To him] Lucy. | 
Luty. There's the Hang-Dog his Man ==— had 4 
Power over him in the Reign of my Miſtreſs; but he is- 
too true a Valet de Chambre not to affect his Maſter's, 
Faults; and conſequently is reyolced from bis Allegiance. , 
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li Setter. Undoubtedly *cis impoſſible to be a Pimp and 
I not a Man of Parts, That is without being politic, dili- 
} out. ſecret, wary, and io forth — And to all this va- 
jant as Hercules That is, paſſively valiant and actively 
obedient. Ah! Setter, what a Treaſure is here loſt for 
want of being known? 

Lacy. Here's fome Villany a-foot he's fo thoughtful; 
may be I may diſcover ſomething in my Mask —— 


li Worthy Sir, a Word with you. Puts on her Mask. 
Setter. Why if I were known, I might come to be a 
great Man | 
Lucy. Not to interrupt your Meditation 
Setter. And I ſhould not be the firſt that has procur'd 
his Greatneſs by Pimping. . 
| Lucy. Now Poverty and the Pox light upon thee, for a 
Contemplative Pimp. | 
| Setter, Ha! what art, who thus maliciouſly haſt awa- 


| ken'd me, from my Dream of Glory? Speak, thou vile 
* Diſturber | | 
| Lucy. Of thy moſt vile Copitations — thou poor; 
conceited Wretch, how wert thou valuing thy ſelf, upon: 
thy Maſter's. Employment? For he's the Head Pimp to 
Mr. Bellmour. 
Setter. Good Words, Damſel, or I ſhall But how 
doſt thou know my Maſter or me? 
Lucy. Yes I know. both Maſter and Man to be 
Setter. To be Men perhaps; nay faith like enough; T 
often march in the Rear of my Maſter, and enter the- 
Breaches which he has made. | f 5 
Bucy. Ay, the Breach of Faith, which he has begun: 
Thou Traitor to thy lawfal Princeſs. | 
Setter. Why how now! prithee who irt? Lay by that 
worldly Face and produce your natural Vizor. : 
Lucy. No Sirrab, I' keep it on to abuſe thee and leave- 
thee without Hopes of Revenge. N 
Setter. Oh! l begin to ſmoke ye: thou art ſome for- 
faken Abigail, we have dallied with heretofore — and art 
come to tickle thy Imagination with Remembrance. of 
Iniquity paſt. ART 58 4 
Tucy. No thou pitiful Flatterer of thy Maſter's Imper- 
ſections; thou Maukin made up of the Shreds and Pairings 
@ his ſuperfluous Fopperies, sn. Ste 
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Setter. Thou art thy Miſtreſs's foul ſelf, compoſed of 
her ſullied Iniquities and Clothing. 
* Lucy, Hang thee =— Beggars Curr —— Thy Maſter is 
but a Mumper in Love, lies canting at the Gate; but 
never dares preſume to enter the Houſe, 
Setter. Thou art the Wicket to thy Miſtreſs's Gate, to 
be opened for all Comers. © In fine thou art the high 
Road to thy Miſtreſs, 
Lucy. Beaſt, filthy Toad, I can hold no longer, look 
and tremble. | [ Unmashse 
Setter. How, Mrs. Lucy ! 2 
Tucy. I wonder thou haſt the Impudence to look me ĩn 
the Face. 
Setter. Adsbud who's in fault, Miſtreſs of mine? who- 
flung the firſt Stone? Who undervalued my Function? and 
who the Devil could know you by Inſtinct? | 
_ You could know my Office by Inſtinct, and be 
hang d, which you have ſlander d moſt abominably. It 
vexes me not what you ſaid of my Perfon; but that my 
innocent Calling ſhould be expos d and ſcandaliz'd —— L 
cannot bear it, : ho Gee 
Setter, Nay faith, Lucy, I'm ſorry, II own my ſelf ta 
blame, though we 3 4 7 in fault as to ſour Offices 
— Come 'I make you any Reparation 
Lucy. Swear. 
Setter, I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my Power, 5 
Lucy. To be brief then; what is the Reaſon your 
Maſter did not appear to Day according to the Summons: 


Setter. To anſwer you as briefly He has a Cauſe to 
be tried in another Court. . 
Lucy. Come tell me in plain Terms, how forward he is 
With Araminta. 431 nn | 
Setter. Too forward to be turn'd back — Though he's. 
a little in Diſgrace at preſent about a Kifs which be 
forced. You and I can kiſs Lucy, without all that, 
Lucy. Stand off —— He's a precious Jewel, : 
Setter. And therefore you'd haye him to-ſet in you 
Tady's Locket, . A 
Lucy. Where is he now Þ | 
dener. He'll be in the Piazza. preſentiyy. 
5 Tui 
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Lucy. Remember to Day's Behaviour Let me ſee 
you with a penitent Face. 
Setter. What no Token of Amity, Lucy? you and I don't 
uſe to part with dry Lips. a | | 
Lucy. No, no, avaunt III not be flabber'd and. 
kiſsd oo Pm not !th' humour. 4 
Setter. I'll not quit you fo III follow and put you: 
into the Humour. | 
S © E NE: VR 
Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Bluff. | 
| Bluff, And ſo out of your unwonted Generofity = 
Sir Fo. And Good-nature,. Back; I am good - natur d 
and I can't help it. ory 
: Blaff. You have given him a Note upon Fordlewife for; 
a hundred Pound, | | ae 
Sir Fo. Ay, ay, poor Fellow, he ventur'd fair for't. 
Bluff. You have diſoblig d me in it for I have oc- 
cafion for the Mony, and if you would look me in the 
Face again and live, go, and force him to redeliver you. 
the Note go—— and bring it me hither, I'll ſtay. 
| here for you | | Piet reel; 
Sit Fo. You may ſtay till the Day of Judgment t 
by the Lord Harry. I know better things than to be run 
through the Guts for a hundred pound Why I gave 
that hundred Pound for being ſaved, an d'ce think, an 
there were no Danger, I'll be ſo ungrateful to take it from 
the Gentleman again? d de 
Bluff. Well, go to him from me Tell him, I ſay, 
he muſt refund or Bilbo's the Word, and Slaughter 
will enſue if he refuſe, tell him — but whiſper that 
tell bim Ill pink his Soul but whiſper that 
foftly to him. ; 333 ? | 
Sir 70. So ſoftly, that he ſhall never hear on'tI warrant 
you — why, what a Devii's the matter, Bully, are you 
mad? Or de e think Em mad? Agad for my part, I don't 
love to be the Meſſenger of ill News; *tis an ungrateful 
Office — Sa tell him your ſelf. 8 
Bluff. By theſe Hilts I believe he frightned you into this 
Compoſition: I believe you gave it him out of Fear, pure 


' 
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Sir Fo, No, no, hang't I was not afraid neither 
tho' I confeſs he did in a manner ſnap me up — yet I 
can't ſay that it was altogether out of Fear, but partly to 
ent Miſchief —— for he was a deviliſh cholerick Fel- 
ow: And it my Choler had been up too, agad there 
would have been Miſchief done, that's flat. And yet IL 
believe if you had been by, I would as ſoon haye let him 
a had a hundred of my Teeth, Adſheart if he ſhould 


come juſt now when I'm angry, 1'd tell bim — Mum, 


SG EN E VIII. 


[To them] Bellmour, Sharper. 

Bell. Thou'rt a lucky Rogue; there's your Benefactor- 
vou ought to return him Thanks now you have receiy'd 
the Favour. | 

Sharp. Sir Foſeph — Your Note was accepted, and the 
Mony paid at Sight: I'm come to return my Thanks — 

Sir 70. They won't be accepted ſo readily as the Bill, 
Sir | 


Bell. I doubt the Knight repents, Ton === He looks 
like the Knight of the ſorrowful Face. 

Sharp. This is a double Generoſity — Do me a Kind- 
neſs and refuſe my Thanks — But I hope you are not 
offended that I offer'd em. 

Sir Fo. May be I am, Sir, may be I am not, Sir, may 
be I am both, Sir; what then? I hope I may be offended, 
without any Offence to you, Sir, N 
* Hey day! Captain, what's the Matter? You can 
tell. a 
Bl. Mr. Sharper, the Matter is plain Sir Fo 
has — out your Trick, and does not care to _ 
upon; being a Man of Honour, 

Sharp. Trick, Sir? a 
Sir Jo. Ay Trick, Sir, and won't be put upon, Sir, 
being a Man of Honour, Sir, and fo, Sir ———— _- 
Sharp. Ha kee, Sir Foſeph, a Word with ye ——in 
Conſideration of ſome Favours lately received; I would 
not have you draw your ſelf into a Premunire, by truſt- 
ing to that Sign of a Man there — That Pot-Gun charged 


ich Wind. 
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_ © Sir Fo. O Lord, O Lord, Captain, come juſtify your 
{elf — I'll give him the Lye if you'll ſtand to it. | 
Sbarp. Nay then I'll be beforehand with you, take that 
— Qafe. [Cuffs him. 

Sir Fo. Captain, will you ſee this? Won't you pink his 
Soul? 

Bluff. Huſnt, tis not ſo convenient now — I ſhall find 
a time. 2 hd; 

Sharp. What do you mutter about a Time, Raſcal —— 
You were the Incendiary — There's to put you in mind 
of your Time A Memorandum, [Kicks him. 

Bluff. Oh this is your Time, Sir, you had beſt make 
uſe on't. 
Sharp. 1 Gad and fo I will: There's again for you. 
| [ Kicks hins; 
Bluff. You are obliging, Sir, but this is too publick a 
Place to thank you in: But in your Ear, you aro to be 
ſeen again. | 1 : 
Sharp. Ay thou inimitable Coward, and to be felt 
us for Example. | [Kicks bim. 
Bell. Ha, ha, ha, prithee come away, tis ſcandalous to 
kick this Puppy unleis a Man were cold, and had no other 
way to get himſelf a heat. | 1s 


S CE NE IX. 


Sir Joſeph, Bluff. | 

Bluff. Very well —=- very fine —— But tis no matter 
>—— 1s not this fine, Sir Foſeph? 

Sir Fo. Indifferent, agad in my Opinion very indiffe- 
Tent — I'd rather go plain all my Life, than wear ſuch 
Pinery. | | 

Bluff Death and Hell to be affronted thus! I' die be- 
fore I' ſuffer it, [ Draws. 

Sir Fo. O Lord, his Anger was not raiſed before — 
nay, dear Captain, don't be in Paſſion now he's gone 
Put vp, put up, dear Back, tis your Sir Foſep/ begs, come 
let me kiſs thee; ſo, ſo, put up, put up. SENT 

Bluff. By Heav'n *tis not to be put up, 

Sir Fo, What, Bully e 
 Bloff, The Affront. 


, 
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Sir Fo. No agad no more tis, for that's put up already, 
thy Sword I mean. 


Bluff. Well, Sir Foſeph, at your Intreaty — But were 
not you, my Friend, abus d, and cufft, and kickt? 
[ Putting up his Sword. 
Sir Fo. Ay, ay, ſo were you too; no matter, tis paſt, 
Bluff. By the immortal Thunder of great Guns, *tis 
falſe — he ſucks not vital Air who dares affirm it to this 
Face, ; | [ Looks big. 
Sir Fo. To that Face I grant you, Captain —= No, no. 
T grant you — Not to that Face, by the Lord Harry 
If you had put on your fighting Face before, you had 
done his Buſineſs —— he durſt as ſoon have kiſt you, as 
kickt you to your Face —— But a Man can no more help 
what's done behind his Back, than what's ſaid —— Come 
we'll think no more of what's paſt. | 


Bluff. I'll call a Council of War within to conſider of 
my Revenge to come. FS 


S NN 
Heartwell, Silvia. Silvia: Apartmens, 


SONG. 


As Amoret and Thyrſis lay 

Melting the Hours in gentle Play; 
Joining Faces, mingling Kiſſes, 

And exchanging barmleſs Bliſſes : 

He trembling cry d, with eager haſte, 
O let me feed as well as taſte, 
T die, if I'm not wholly bleſt. 


After the Song, a Dance of Anticks." 


Silv. Indeed it is very fine I could look upon en 
all Day. 


Heart. Well has this prevail'd for me, and will you 
look upon me? ; | 


Silv. If you could Sing and Dance fo, I ſhould love te 
look upon you too. 
Heart. Why twas I ſung and danc'd; 


| I gave Muſick to 
the Voice, and Life to their Meaſures l 


Look you here, 
Silvia, 
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Silvia, [Pulling out a Purſe and chinking it.] here are Songs 
and Dances, Poetry and Muſick —— hark! how ſweetly 
one Guinea rhymes to another —— and how they danco 
to the Mufick of their own Chink, This buys all the 
t other — and this thou ſhalt have; this, and all that I 
am worth for the purchaſe of thy Love — Say, is it mine 
then, ha? Speak Siren — Oons why do I look on her! 
Let I muſt — Speak, dear Angel, Devil, Saint, Witch; do 
-not rack me with Suſpence. ; 
- . Silo, Nay don't ſtare at me ſo — You make me bluſh 
Il cannot look. ' 
Heart. Oh Manhood, where art thou! What am I come 
to? A Woman's Toy; at theſe Years! Death, a bearded 
Baby for a Girl to dandle. O Dotage, Dotage! That ever 
that noble Paſſion, Luſt. ſhould ebb to this degree — No 
reflux of vigorous Blood: But milky Love ſupplies the 
empty Channels; and prompts me to the Softneſs of a 
Child —— a meer Infant and would ſuck, Can you love 
me, Silvia? ſpeak _ . ; 
Silv. I dare not ſpeak till I believe you, and indeed I'm 
afraid to believe you yet. | 
Heart. Death, how her Innocence torments and pleaſes; 
me! Lying, Child, is indeed the Art of Love; and Men 
are generally Maſters in it; But I'm ſo newly entred, you 
cannot diſtruſt me of any Skill in the treacherous Myſtery 
Now by my Soul 1 cannot lye, though it were 
to ſerve a Friend or gain a Miſtreſs. 
Silv. Muſt you lye then, if you ſay you love me? 
Heart. No, no, dear Ignorance, thou beautcous Change- 
Aing—— 1 tell thee I co loye thee, and tell it for a Truth, 
a naked Truth, which I'm aſhamed to diſcover. 

Silv. But Love, they fay, is a tender thing, that will 
ſmooth Frowns, and make calm an angry Face; will 
"ſoften a rugged Temper, and make ill humoured People 
good: You look ready to fright one, and talk as if your 
Paſſion were not Love, but Anger. | | 
Heart. Tis both; tor I am angry with my ſelf when I 
am pleaſed with you —— And.a Fox upon me for loving 
_ thee ſo well yet I myſt on — Tis a bearded Arrow, 
and will more eaſily be thruſt forward than drawn back. 
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Silv. Indeed if 1 were well aſſur d you loy'd ; but how 
can I be well aſſur'd? | 
Heart. Take the Symptoms —— 2nd ask all the Tyrants 
of thy Sex, if their Fools are not known by this Party- 
coloured Livery —— I am Melancholick, when thou att 
abſent; look like an Aſs, when thou art preſent; wake 
for thee, when I ſhould ſleep; and even dream of thee, 
vyhen I am awake; figh much, drink little, eat 1:15, court 
Solitude, am grown very entertaining to my ſelf, and (as [- 
am informed) very troubleſome to every body elſe. If 
this be not Love, it is Midneis, and then it is pardonable- 
— Nay. yet a more certain ſign than all this; I give thee 
my Mony. f | 
Situ, Ay, but that is no ſign; for they ſy, Gentlemen 
will give Mony to any naughty Woman to come to Bed 
to them —— O Gemini, 1 hope you don't mean ſo 
for I won't be a Whore, 
Heart. The more is the pity, [ Aſide. 
Silv, Nay, if you would: marry me, you ſhould not 
come to bed to me - you have ſuch a Beard, and would 
ſo priekle one. But do you intend to marry me? 
Heart. That a Fool ſnhould ask ſuch a malicious Queſ- 
tion! Death, I ſhal be drawn in, before I know where 1 


if Iam put to it. Lide ] Marry you? no, no, I'll love you. 
Silv. Nay, but it you love me, you muſt marry me; 
what, don't I know my Father lov'd my Mother, and was 
married to her? | 
' Heart. Ay, ay, in old Days People married where the 
lov'd; but that Faſnion is chang'd, Child. | 
Silv. Never tell me that, I know it is not chang d by 
my ſelf; for I love you, and would marry you. | 
Heart. l' have my Beard ſhay'd, it ſhan't hurt thee, 
and ve go to Bed oo 2 
Sikv, No, no, Pm not ſuch a Fool neither but I can 
keep my ſelf honeſt; —— Here, I won't keep any thing 
thar's yours, I hate you now, [Throws the Purſe.) and 
I'll never {ee you again, cauſe you'd have me be naught. 
| [ Gorng, 
Heart. Damn her let her go, and a good riddance 
Yet ſo much Tenderneſs and Beau'y ——and Honeſty 
together is à Jewel Stay, Sdvig= But then to marry, 
1 G Why 
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Why every Man plays the Fool once in his Life: But ts 
marry is playing the Fool all ones Life long. | 
Silv. What did you call me for? 

- Heart. III give thee all I have: And thou ſhalt live 
with me in every thing ſo like my Wife, the World ſhall 
believe it: Nay, thou ſhalt think fo thy ſef —— Only 
let me not think ſo. | 


Silv. No, Vil die before Il be your Whore =—— as 


well as I love you. | 6H 
Heart. ¶ Aſide.] A Woman, and ignorant, may be honeſt, 
when tis our of Obſtinacy and Contradiction But 
Sdeath it is. but a may be, and upon ſcurvy Terms 
Well, fare wel then —— if I can get out of Sight I may 
get the better of my ſelf. | | 
Sily, Well —— good buy. [Durns and Weeps. 
Heart. Ha! Nay come, we'll kiſs at parting [Kiſſes her.] 
By Heav'n her Kiſs is ſweeter than Liberty J will 
marry thee —— There thou haſt don't. All my Reſolves 
melted in that Kiſs one more. | 
Silv. But when? 
Heart. I'm impatient till it be done; I will not 
my ſelf Liberty to think, left I ſhould cool I will 
about a Licence ftraight - in the Evening expect me 
One Kiſs more to confirm me mad; ſo. 
Silv. Ha, ha, ba, an old Fox trapt 


| SCENE Xt 

| [To her] Lucy. : 

. Bleſs me! you frighted me, I thought he had been 
come again, and had d me, | | 
Luc. Lord, Madam, I met your Lover in as much 
haſte, as if he had been going for a Midwite. | 
- Silo, He's going for a Parſon, Girl, the forerunner of 

a Midwife, — nine Months hence —— Well, I find 
diſſembling to our Sex is as natural as ſwimming to a 
Negro; we may depend upon our skill to fave us at a 
plunge, tho? till then we never make the experiment 
But how haſt thou ſucceeded ? | 


Lucy. As you would wiſh —— Since there is no re- 
claiming Vainlox e. I have found out a pique ſhe has taken 
at him; and haye fram'd a Letter that makes her ſue for 

Reconciliation firſt, 1 know that will do — walk in ow 
| 5 f 1 
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III ſhew it you. Come, Madam, you're like to have 2 


happy time on'r, both your Love and Anger ſatisfied! — 
All that can charm our Sex conſpire to pl:aſe you. k 


That Woman. ſure enjoys a bleſſed Night, 
Whom Love and Vengeance both, at once delight. 


ACT PV. SCENE 1. 
SCENE, The Sweet. © © 


Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, Setter. 


Bell, 6k Is pretty near the Hour. [Looking on his Match.] 
Well and how Setter hz, does my Hypocriſy 
fit me hx? Does it fit eaſy on me? | | 
Setter. O moſt religiouſly well, Sir. ace 
Bell. I wonder why all our young Fellows ſhould glory 
in an Opinion of Atheiſm; when they may be ſo muc 
more conveniently lewd under the Coverlet of Religion. 
Setter. S bud, Sir, away quickly, there's Fondlewife juſt 
turn'd the Corner, and's coming this way, 
Bell. Gads ſo, there he is, he muſt not ſee mne. 


8 EPS TE 


Fondlewife, Barnaby. 

Fond. 1 ſay, I will tarry at home. 

Bar. But, Sir. 3 be 
Fond. Good lack! I profeſs the Spirit of Contradition 
hath poſſeſt the Lad —— I ſay I will tarry at home 
Varlet. | 

Bar. I have done, Sir, then farewel 5co Pound. 

Fond. Ha, how's that? Stay, ſtay, did you leave Word 
ſay you with his Wife? With Comfort her ſelt. 

Bar. I did; and Comfort will ſend Tribulation hither as 
ſoon as ever he comes home— —I could have brought 


. 


young Mr. Prig, to have kept my Miſtreſs Company in 


the mean time: But you ſay 
Fond. How, how, ſay Varlet! I ſay let him not come 
near my Doors. I ſay. he is a wanton young Levite, and 
mpereth himſelf up with Dainties, that he may look 
3 in the Eyes ot Women Sincerely I am airaid' 


he hath already defiled the Tabernacle of our Siſter Cornfare; 


— — —y— 
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while her good Husband is deluded by his Godly Appear- 


ance —— I ſay, that even Luſt doth ſparkle in his Eyes, 
and glo upon his Cheeks, and that I would as ſoon truſt 
my Wife with a Lord's high-fed Cha; lain, 
Bar. Sir, the Hour draws nigh — and nothing will be 

done there till you come, 
Fond. And. nothing can be done here till I go —— 80 
that I' tarry, d'ee fee. N 
Bar. And run the Hazard to loſe your Affair, Sir! 
Fond. Good lack, good lack — I protefs it is a very 
ſufficient Vexation, for a Man to have a handſom Wife, 

Bar. Never, Sir, but when the Man is an inſufficient 
Hu:band. *Tis then indeed, like the Vanity of taking a 
fire Houſe, and yet be forced to let Lodgings, to help pay 
the Rent. 5 | . | 

Fond. I profeſs a very apt Compariſon, Varlet. Go and 
bid my Cocky: come out to me, I will give her ſome 
InfiruRions, I will reaſon wich her before I go. | 


SEN E. III. 
Fondlewife alone. | | 

And in the mean time, I will reaſon with my ſelf ——- 
Tell me, Iſaac, why art thee jealous ? Why art thee diſtruſt- 
ful of the Wife of thy Boſom? —— Becauſe ſhe is young 
and vigorous, and I am old and impotent — Then why 
didſt thee marry, Iſaac ? — Becauſe ſhe was beautiful and 
tempting, and becauſe I was obſtinate and doativg ; ſo 
that my Inclication was (and is till) greater than m 
Power — And will not that which tempted thee, alſo 
tempt others, who will tempt her, 1/aac? — — l fear it 

uch — But does not thy Wife love thee, nay dote 
vpon thee? — Yes — Why then! — Ay, but to ſay truth, 
mhe's fonder of me, than ſhe has reaſon. to be; and in the 
way of Trade, we ſtill ſuſpect the ſmootheſt Dealers of 
the deepeſt:Defigns — And that ſhe has ſome Deſigns 
deeper than thou canſt reach, th' haſt. experimented, 1/aas 
— But Mum. = 5 

FPoondlewife, Lætitia. RIOT 

Axe, I hope my deareſt Jewel is not going to leare me 

are you, Nykin?7 © | n 1 
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Fond. Wife —— Have you throughly confider'd how de- 
teſtable, how heinous, and how crying a Sin, the Sin of 


Adultery is? have you weigh'd it I ſay? For it is a very 


weighry Sin; and although it may lie heavy upon thee, 
yet thy Husband muſt alſo bear bis Part: For thy 1niqui- 
ty will tal} upon his Head. 

Lat. Bleſs me, what means my Dear! by 3+ 

Fond. Aſide.] | profeſs ſhe has an alluring Eye; I am 
doubrful, whether I ſhall truſt her, even with Tribulation 
himſelf——Speak, I fay, have you confidered, what it is 
to cuckold your Husband? 

Lat, Afide.) l'm amazed: Sure he has diſcovered no- 
thing— Who has wrong'd me to my Deareſt? 1 hope 
my Jewel does not think, that ever I had any ſuch thing 
in my Head, or ever will have. 

Fond, No, no, I tell you I ſnall have it in my Head 

Let. Aſide.) 1 know not what to think But l'm re- 
ſolv'd to find the meaning of it—Unkind Dear! Was it for 
this you ſent to call me? is it not Affliction enough thit 
you are to leave me, but you muſt ſtady to increzſe 
it by unjuſt Suſpicions? [ C Hing] Wel- Wel — you knov- 
my Fondneſs, and you Ive to Tyrannize 80 ontruel 
Man, do, Triumph over my poor Heart, while it holds; 
which cannot be long, with this Uſage of yours But 
that's what you v nt Well you will have your Ends 
ſ01——You will—You will— Yes it will break to o- 
blige you. '['Sighs, 
Fond. Verily I fear I have carried the Jeſt too'far — 
Nay, look you now if ſhe does not weep—'tis the fond. 
eſt Fool—Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, don't 
cry, I was but in jeſt, I was not ifeck. 


Let. Aſide.) O then all's ſafe, I was terribly frighted 
My Affliction is always your Jeſt, barbarous Man! Oh that 
I ſhould love to this degree! yet _ 

Fond. Nay, Cocky. . 

Lat. No, no, yoù are weary of me, that's it=—that's 
all, you would pet another Wife—another fond Fool, to 
break her Heart—well, be as cruel as you can to me, ll 

y for you; and when I am dead with Grief, may you 
— one that will love you as well as I have done: I 
ſhall be contented to lie at Peace in my cold Graye—lince 
itwill pleaſe you. n , [Sighs. 

; C3 Fond. 


— _— — — 


54 The Oro BartcusLon. 


Fond. Good lack, good lack, ſhe would melt a Heart 
of Oak profeſs I can hold no longer—Nay dear 
Cocky—lIfeck you'll break my Heart—Ifeck you will 
See you have made me weep made poor Nykin 
weep Nay come kiſs, buſs poor Nykin 
and I won't leave thee PIl lofe all firſt. / 

Let. Aſide.] How ! Heay'n forbid! that will be carry- 
ing the jeſt too far indeed. 

Fond. Won't you kiſs Nykin ? 

Let. Go naughty Nykin, you don't love me, 

Fond, Kiſs, kiſs, i feck I do, 


Let. No you don't, [She kiſſes him. 
Fond. What not love Cocky ! ; 
Let, No. —h. | [ Sigh. 


Fond. | profeſs, I do love thee better than oo Pound 
and fo thou ſhalt ſay, for I'll leave it to ſtay with thee, 
Let. No you ſhan't neglect your Bufineſs for me No 
indeed you ſant Nykin If you don't go, I'Il think 
you been dealous of me ſtill. 
Fond. He, be, he, wilt thou poor Fool? Then will go, 
I won't be dealous—Poor Cocky, kiſs Nykin, kiſs Nykin, ce, 
ee, ee Here will be the good Man anon, to talk to 
Cocky and teach her how a Wife ought to behave her ſelf. 
| Let. Aſide.) J hope to have one that willſhew me how. 
a Husband ought to behave himſelf——1I ſhall be glad to 
learn, to pleaſe my Jewel. [ Kiſs. 
Fond. That's my good Dear—Come kiſs Nykin once 
22 and then get you in 80 Get you in, get you in. 
By, by: | ; | ; 
. — By Ny kin. 
Fond. By Cocky. 
Lat. By Mein. = 


SG ENEV. 
Voainlove, Sharper. 


* 


Sharp. How | Araminta loſt ! 5 
Pain. To confirm what | have ſaid, read this 
, | LGives 4 Letter. 
1 Sharp. Reads] Hum. hum And what then appear d 4 
Fault, upon Reflection, ſeems only an effect of a too powerful 
Paſſion." Tm afraid 1 give too great & Proof of my own * 
| 4515 
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this time — I am in Diſorder for what I have written, But 
fomething, I know what, forced me, I only beg a favouratie 
Cenſure of this and your Araminta. 

Sharp Loſt! Pray Heav'n thou haſt not loſt thy Wits. 
Here, here, ſhe's thy own Man, fign'd and ſeal'd too To 
her Man—a delicious Melon, pure and conſenting rife, 
and only waits thy cutting up— She has been breeding 
Love to thee all this while, and juſt now ſhe's deliver'd 
of it. ; 

Vain. Tis an untimely Fruit, and ſhe has miſczrried of 
her Love. 

Sharp. Never leave this damn'd, ill-natur'd whimſy, 
Frank? Thou haſt a ſickly peeviſn Appetite; only chew 
'Love and cannot digeſt it, | 

Vain. Yes, when I feed my ſelf— But I hate to be 
cramm'd— By Heav'n, there's not a Woman, will give a 
Man the Pleaſure of a Chace: My Sport is always balkt, 
or cut ſhort—I ſtumble over the Game 1 would purſue— 
»Tis dull and unnarural to have . Hare run full in the 
Hounds Mouth; and would diſtaſte the keeneſt Hunter 
I would have overtaken, not have met my Game, 
Sharp. However I hope you don't mean to forſake it; 
that will be but a kind of a Mungrel Cui's Trick, Wet, 
ere you for the Mall? | 

Vain, No, ſhe will be there this Evening—Yes, I will 
go too—and ſhe ſhall ſee her Error in 
Sharp. In her choice I gad—But thou canſt not 
ſo great a Brute as to ſlight her? | 

Vain. I ſhould diſappoint her if I did not- By her Ma- 
nzgement I ſhould think ſhe expects it. 

All naturally fly what does purſue: 

I fit Men ſhould be coy, when Women woo. 

S CE NE VI. 

A Room in Fondlewife's Hoaſe, 
Servant introducing Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, with 4 
Patch upon one Eye, ani a Book in his Hand. 

Serv. Here's a Chair, Sir, if you pleaſe to repoſe your 
ſelf. My Miſtreſs is coming, Sir. 

Bell. Secure in my Diſguiſe, I have out-fac'd Suſpicion, 
and even dar'd Diſcoyery—This Cloke my Sanctity, and 
trulty Scarron's Novels my Prayer-Book—Methinks I _ 
tne 
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14 the very Picture of Montufar in the Hypocrites——— ON! 
. fhe comes, 
I | Ss CENE VIE 
iþ | | Bellmour, Lætitis. 
| So break: Aurora through the Veil of Night, 
| Thus fly the Clouds, divided by her Light, 
And evr'y Fye receives a new-born Sight, 
[Throwing off his Cloke, Patch, &Cc. 
Lat. Thus firew'd with Bluſhes,' like — Ah! Heav'n 
defend me! Who's this ? [Diſcovering him, ſtarts, 
Bell, Your Lover. e PP | 
Let. Vainlove's Friend! I know his Face, and he has 
| betray'd me to him. 3 LAſide. 

Hell. You are ſurprized. Did you not expect à Lover, 

| Madem? Thoſe Eyes ſhone kindly on my ficſt Appearance, 

1 .tho' now they are o'er- caſt. 

1 n Tat. I may well be ſurpriz d at your Perſon and Im- 
is pudence; they are both new to me Lou are not what 
vour firſt Appearance promiſed: The Piety of your Habit 
was welcome, but not the Hypocriſ xy. ; 
Bell. Rather the Hypocriſy was welcome, but not the 
Hypocr ite. ; | | . 
; Lat, Who are you, Sir? You have miſtaken the Houſe 

ure. | | 

Bell. I have Directions in my Pocket, which agree with 
every thing but your Unkindneſs. ¶ Pulls out the Letter. 
Let. My Letter! Baſe Vainleve! Then *tis too late to 
diſſemble. [ Aſide.] Tis plain then you have miſt:ken the 
Perſon... 3 | ' » [Gom 
Bell. If we part ſo. I'm miſtaken ——— Hold, hold, 

Madam I | confeſs I have run into an Error——. 
] beg your Pardon a thouſand times What an eternal 
Blockhead am I] Can you forgive me the Diſorder I have 
put you into — But it is a Miſtake which any Body 
might have mide. SE 22? £ : 

Let. What can this mean! Tis impoſſible he ſhould be 
miſtaken after all this==Ahandſom Fellow if he had not fur- 
priz d me: Methinks, now I look on bim again, I would 
net bave him n iſtoken. ¶ Aſide.] We are all liable to Miſ- 
takes, Sir, if you own it to be ſo, there needs no farther 


Apology. 11 
15 2 Bell. 


of Bliſs : 
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Bell. Nay, Faith, Madam, tis a pleaſant one; and 
worth your hearing, ExpeCting a Friend, laſt Night, at 


bis Lodgings, till *rwas late; my Intimacy with him 


gave me the frecdom of. his Bed: He not coming home 
all Night, a Letter was deliver'd to me by a Seryant, in 
the Morning: Upon the peruſal I found the Contents ſo 
charming. that I could think of nothing all Day but put- 
ting em in practice Mill juſt now, (the firſt time I 
ever look'd upon the 'Supericription) I am the moſt ſur- 
priz'd ia the World to find it directed to Mr, Vainiove. 
Gad, Madam, I ask you a Million of Pardons, and will 
make you any Satis action. 

Let, I am diſcover'd —— And either Vainlove is not guil- 
ty, or he has handſomly excus'd him. LAſide. 

Bell. You appear concern'd, Madam. 

Let. I hope you are a Gentleman; — and fince you are 
privy to a weak Woman's Failing, won't turn it to the Pre- 
judice of her Reputation. You look as if you had more 
Honour 8 
Bell. And more Love; or my Face is a falſe Witneſs. 
and deſerves to be pillory'd.— No, by Heav'n, I ſwear— - 
Lat. Nay, don't {wear if you'd have me believe you; 
but promiſe ——— - 

Bell. Well, I promiſe—A Promiſe is ſo cold—Give me 
leave to ſwear—by thoſe Eyes, thoſe killing Eyes; by 
thoſe healing Lips.—Ob! preſs the ſoft Charm cloſe to 
mine,——and ſeal 'em up for ever. 

Let. Upon that Condition. [ He kiſſes her. 

Bell. Eternity was in that Moment One more, upon any 
Condi ion. 


Let. Nay, now never ſaw any thing ſa agreeably 


impudeu t. [ Aſide] Won't you cenſure me for this, now ? 


but tis to buy your Silence. [X.] Oh, but 
what am I doing! 
Bell. No Tongue can expreſs it not thy own; - 
nor any thing, but thy Lips. I am faint with the Excets 
: Oh, for Love-ſake, lead me any whither, 
where I may lie down ; quickly, tor Pa afraid 
J ſhall have a Fit. 
Let. Bleſs me! What Fit? | 
Bell. Oh, a Convulfion=————-? feel the Symptoms, 


Lat, Does it hold you long? Pm afraid to carry you 
into my Chamber, 1 Bell. 
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Bell. Ob, no: let me ſie down upon the Bed; 
the Fit will be ſoon over. ; 
= SCENE VIII. 

S CE NE S. James's Park. 
Araminta and Belinda meeting. 

Belin. Lard, my Dear: Iam glad I have met you 
I have been at the Exchange ſince, and am fo tir'd —» 

Aram. Why, what's the Matter? ; 

Belin. Oh the moſt inhuman, barbarous Hackney-Coach ! 
I am jolted to- a Jely——Am TI not horridly touz'd? 
| 3 [ Pulls out a Pocket-Glaſs. 

Aram. Yovr Head*s a little out of order. 

Belin. A little! O frightful! What a furious Phyz I 
have! O moſt rueful! Ha, ba, ha: O Gad, I hope no bo- 
dy will come this way, till I have put my ſelf in repair 
Ah! my Dear — 1 have ſeen ſuch unhewn Creatures 
fince--- Ha, ha, ha, I can't for my Soul help thinking that 
I Icok juſt like one of em Good Dear, pin this, and I'll 
tell you—Very well—So, thank you my Dear—But as I 
was telling you—Piſh, this is the untoward'ſt Lock—Sa, 
as I was telling How d'ye like me now? 
Hideous, ha? Frightfül ſtill? Or how? 

Aram. No, no; you're very well as can be. 

Belin. And ſo— hut where did I leave off, my Dear? 
I was telling you ; 

Aram. You were about to tell me ſomething, Child 
but you left off before you began. 

Belin. Oh; a moſt comical Sight: A Country Squire, 


— 


* 


with the Equipage of a Wife and two Daughters, came 


to Mrs. Snipwel's Shop while I was tbere— But, oh Gad! 


Two ſuch unlick' d Cubs! 


Aram, I warrant, plump, Cherry-cheek'd Country Girls. 
Belin. Ay, O my Conſcience, fat as Barn-door Fowl: 
But ſo bedeck'd, you would have taken em for Friexland 
Hens, with their Feathers growing the wrong way 
O ſuch Out-landiſh Creatures! Such Tramontane, and Fo- 


reigners to the Faſhion, or any thing in Practice! I had 
not Patience to behold — I undertook the modelling of 


one of their Fronts, the more modern Structure 


© Aram. Bleſs me, Couſiaz why would you affront any 
Body ſo? They might be Gentlewomen of a very good 
- e 


hel 


things come towards us, | 
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Belin. Of a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by their 
Dreſs—Affront! Pſhaw, how you're miſtaken! The poor 
Creature, I warrant, was as full of Currhies, as if 1 had 
been her Godmother: The Truth on't is, 1 did endeayour 
to make her look like a Chriſtian and ſhe was ſenſible 
of it; for ſhe thank'd me, and gave me two Apples, piping 
hot, out of her Under-Petticoat Pocket— Ha, ha, ha: 
And t' other did ſo ftare and gape — I fanfied her like the 
Front of her Father's Hall; her Eyes were the two Jut- 
Windows, and her Mouth the great Door, moſt hoſpi- 


tably kept open, for the Entertainment of travelling Flies. 


Aram. So then; you have been diverted. What did 
they buy? f 


Belin. Why, the Father bought a .Powder-Horn, and 


an Almanack, and a Comb- Caſe; the Mother, a great Fruz- 


Tower, and a fat Amber-Necklace; the Daughters only 


tore two Pair of Kid-leather Gloves, with trying em 


on — h Gad. here comes the Fool that din'd at my La- 


dy Freelove's other Day. 


Ss C N IX 
[To them] Sir Joſeph and Bluffei 
Aram. May be he may not know us apain, ? 
Belin, We'll put on our Masks to ſecure his Ignorance. 


| [They put on their Masks. 
Sir 70. Nay, Gad. I'll pick up; Pm reſolv'd to make 


2 Night on't—I'll go to Alderman Fondlewiſe by and by, 
and get Fo Pieces more from him, Adllidikins, Y 
well wallow in Wine and Women. Why, this ame Ma- 

dera- Wine bas made me as light as a Graſhopper-Hiſt, 


hiſt, Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe Tearers? | Sings.) Look you 
what here is — Look you what here is —Tull—lll—gerg — 
toll—loll—— A Gad, t'other Glaſs of Madera, and I durſt 

have attack dem in my own proper Perſon, without your 


* 


. 
luff.. Come on theo, Knight — But d'ye know what 


to ſay to em? 


Sir Fo. Say: Pooh, Pox, I've enough to ay never 
fear it that is, if I can but think on't: Truth is, I 


have but a treacherous Memory. 


Belin. O frigbtful! Couſin, What ſhall we do? Theſe 


Aram 
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Am. No matter I ſee Vinlove coming this Way 
nd, to confeſs my Failing, I am willing to give 
him an Opportunity of mał ing his Peace with me 
and to rid me of theſe Coxcombs, when I ſeem oppreſt 
with em, will be a fair one. 

Bluff. Ladies, by theſe Hilts you are well met. 

Aram, We are afraid not, 1 | 

Blyff. What fays my pretty little Knapſack Carrier? 

| ; | [Io Belinda. 

Helin. O monflrous filthy Fellow ! Good ſlovenly Cap- 
tain Huffe, Blyffe, (whatis your hideous Name?) be gone: 
Tou ſtink of Brandy and Tobacco, moſt Soldier-like. 


; Foh. 8 $4 | [ Spres. 
Sir Fo, Now am I ſlap-daſh down in the Mouth, and 
Have not one Word to ſay! [ 4 ſide. 


Aram. T hope my Fool has not Confidence enough to 
de troubleſom; Ade. 
Sir Fo, Hem! Pray, Madam, which way's the Wind? 

Aram. A pithy Queſtion====—— aye you ſent your Wits 
fer a Venture, Sir, that you enquire? 7 

Sir 70, Nay, now I'm in- can prattle like a Magpye. 


LAſide. 
SULENT IX | 
{To them] Sharper and Vainlove at ſome diſtance. Y 


Belin. Dear Araminta, I'm tir'd, 
Aram. Tis but pulling off our Masks, and obliging 
Vamlove to know ur. 1] be rid of my Fool by fair 
Meins Well, Sir Foſeph, you ſhall ſee my Face--- 
+ Fut, be gone immediately I ſee one that will be 
jealous, to find me in Diſcourſe with you---Be diſcreet--- - 
No Reply; but away. | [Unmasks. 
Sir Fo, The great Fortune, that dined at my Lady Free- 
leve's! Sir Foſeph, thou art a made Man. Agad, 'm in 
Love up tothe Ears. But I'll be diſcreet, and huſnt. [ Aſide. 
', Bl«f. Nay, by the World, Fil fee your Face, 
Belin. You ſhall. | af {[Unmacks. 
Sharp. Ladies, your humble Servant -We · were afraid, 
you wenld not have given us leave to know you. 
Aram, We thought to have been private But we find 
Fools, bave the ſame Advantage over a Face in a Mask, 
that a Coward has, while the Sword is in the Scabbard--- 


S were forced to draw in our own Pefence. Piu. 


* * 


 him----I ſwear he looks ſo. very ſimply, ha, ha, ha,. 


What ſhe knows as well as I. [ Aſide ] Men are apt to 


ſo 1 leave you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you and | will take 


. an Offender muſt plead to his Arraignment, though he has 
- his Pardon in his Pocker. | 
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Bluff. My Blood riſes at that Fellow: 1 can't ſtay wher® 
he is; and I muſt not draw in the Park. [To Sir Foſepb - 

Sir Fo, I wiſh I durſt tay to let her know my Lodging 

S CE. NE": AE 
Araminta, Belinda, Vainlove, Sharper, 

Sharp. There is in true Beauty, as in Courage, ſomewhat, 
which narrow Souls cannot dare to admire=--- And ſee, 
the Owls are fled, as at the break of Day. | 

Belin. Very courtly---[ believe, Mr. Vainloue has not 
rubb' d his Eyes, ſince break of Day neither, he looks as if 
he durſt not approach · Nay, come Couſin, be Friends with 


Well, a Lover in the State of Separation from his Miſtreſs, 
is like a Body without a Soul. Mr. Vainlove, ſhall 1 be 
bound for your good Behaviour for the future? | 

Vain. Now muſt I pretend Ignorance equal to hers, of 


offend (tis true) where they find moſt Goodneſs to for- 
give — But, Madam, I hope I ſhall prove of a Temper, 
not to abuſe Mercy, by committing new Offences, 
Aram. So cold! ii.. 
Belin. I have broke the Ice for you, Mr. Vainlove, and 


a Turn, and laugh at the Vulgar— Both the! great Vul 
and the ſmall—Oh Gad! I have a great Paſſion for Cow 
Don't you admire him? _ 
Sharp. Oh Madam! He was our Engliſh Horace. 
Belin. Ah ſo fine! So extremely fie! So every thin 
in the World that I like—Oh Lord, walk this — 
ſee a Couple I'll give you their Hiſtory. 
SCENE XI. 
Araminta, Vaiuloye, 


Vain, I Find, Madam, the Formality of the Law muft 
be obſerv'd, tho the Penalty of it be diipens'd with; and 


Aram. Lm amaz'd! This Inſol-nce exceeds t'other; 
whoever has encourag'd y ou to this Aſſurance pre- 


ſuming upon the eaſineis ot my Temper, bas much de- 
ceiy'd you, and fo you ſhall flad. 
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Van. Hey day! Which way now? Here's fine doub- 
Ang. | | [Aſide. 
Aram. Baſe Man! Was it not enough to affront me 
with your ſaucy Paſſion ? Fs 8 
Vain. You have given that Paſſion a much kinder Epi- 
thet than ſaucy, in another Place. | 
Aram. Another Place! Some villanous Deſign to blaſt 
my Honour — But tho? thou badſt all the Treachery and 
Malice of thy Sex, thou canſt not lay a Blemiſh on my 
Fame — No, I have not err'd in one favourable Thought 
of Mankind — How Time might have deceiv'd me in 
you, I know not; my Opinion was but young, and your 
early Baſeneſs has prevented its growing to a wron 
Belief —— Unworthy, and ungrateful! Be gone, — 
never ſee me more. 6 : 
Vain. Did I dream? Or do I dream? Shall I believe my 
Eyes, or Ears? The Viſion is here ſtill ——- Your Paſſion, 
Madam, will admit of no farther reaſoning ——— But 
- here's a filent Witneſs of your Acquaintance. | 
[Takes out the Letter, and offers it: She ſnatches it, 
and throws it away. 
Aram. There's Poifon in every thing you touch 
Bliſters will follow ———— hs 
Vain. That Tongue, which denies what the Hands 
have done. 5 
Aram. Still myſtically ſenſeleſs and impudent 
J find I muſt leave the Place. | 1 ·˖ 
Vain. No, Madam, Pm gone She knows her 
Name's to it, which ſhe will be unwilling to expoſe to 
- the Cenſure of the firft Finder. | 
Aram. Woman's Obſtinacy . made me blind, to what 
Woman's Curiofity now tempts me to ſee. 
| [ Takes up the Letter, 
-S.C.E N E. XIII. 
. | Belinda, Sharper. | | 
Belin. Nay, we have ſcared no Body, I ſwear. Mr. 
Sharper, you're a pure Man; where did you get this ex- 
cellent Talent of Railing ? | 
Sharp. Faith, Madam, the Talent was born with me: 
a I confeſs, I have taken care to improve it; to 
qualify me for the Society of Ladies, 


Beli, 
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Belin. Nay, ſure Railing is the beſt Qualification in a 

Woman's Man. 
-.$:C'E.N EE XIV: 
D To them] Footman, 

Sharp. The ſecond beſt, indeed I think. 

Belin. How now, Pace? Where's my Couſin? 

Foot. She's not very well, Madam, and has ſent to 
know, if your Ladyſhip would haye the Coach come 

ain for you? : 

Belin. O Lord, no, I'll go along with her. Come, 


Mr. Sharper. 
| SCENE. XV... 
SCENE, A Chamber in Fondlewife's Houſe. 


Lætitia and Bellmour, his Cloke, Hat, &c. lying looſe about 
| ns: the Chamber, 
Bell. Here's no Body, nor no Noiſe =——"twas no- 
thing but your Fears. 
Let. I durſt have ſworn, I had heard my Monſter's 
Voice | ſwear, I was heartily frightned ——— 
Feel how my Heart beats, 

Bell. Tis an Alarm to Lose Come in again, 
ard let u Fond. 


Fond. [| Without. ] Cocky, Cocky, where are you 
Cocky * I'm come home. 


Let. Ah! There he is. Make haſte, gather up your things: 

Fond. Cocky, Cocky, open the Door. 

Bell. Pox choke him, would his Horns were in his 
Throat. My Patch, my Patch. | 

[Looking about, and gathering up his Things. 

Let. My Jewel, arr thou there? No matter for your 
Patch You $'an't tum in, Nykm Run into 
my Chamber, quickly, quickly. You $'an't tum in. 

Fond. Nay, prithee, Dear, ifeck I'm in haſte. 

Let. Then I'll let you in. [Opens the Door. 


S ENT XVE 
Lætitia, Fondlewife, Sir Joſeph, 
Fond. Kiſs, Dear - — I met the Maſter of the Shi 


by the way ——— And I muſt have my Papers of Ac- 
counts out of your Cabinet, DELLS 


Lu. Oh, Im undone! LAſi de. 
Sir Jo. 


— — ——— oo 
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Sir Jo. Pray, firſt let me have Fol. good Alderman, 
for l'm in haſte, 8 

Fond. A hundred has already been paid, by your Order. 
Fifty? I have the Sum ready in Gold, in my Cloſet, 


S CENTE Null. 
Lztitia, Sir Joleph, 
Sir Fo. Agad, it's a curious, fine, pretty Rogue; I'll 
ſpeak to her — Pray, Madam, what News d'ye hear? 

Let. Sir, 1 ſeldom ſtir-abroad. . [Walks about in Diſorder. 

Sir Fo. I wonder at that, Madam, tor tis moſt curious 
fine Weather. erp ok ny 8 

Let. Methinks thas been very ill Weather. 

Sir Jo. As you fay, Madam, tis pretty bad Weather, 
| and has been ſo a great while, 
auen nt 
1 | [To them] Fondlewife. | 
} Fond. Here are fifty Pieces in this Purſe, Sir Foſeph — 
| If you will tarry a Moment, till I fetch my Papers, I'M 
=_ wait upon you down Stairs. | 

Lat. Ruin'd, paſt Redemption! What ſhall I do 
Ha! this Fool may be of uſe. (Aſide.) [As Fondlewife is 
| going into the Chamber, ſhe runs to Sir Joſeph, almoſt puſhes 

1 him down, and cries out.] Stand off, rude Ruffian. Help 
i me, my Dear = O bleſs me! Why will you leave 
by me alone with ſuch a Satyr, 

Fond. Bleſs us! What's the Matter? What's the Matter? 
Lat. Your Back was no ſooner turn'd; but like a Lion, 
he came open-mouth'd upon me, and would have raviſned 

a Kiſs from me by main Force. ; | 
Sir Fo. O Lord! Oh terrible! Ha, ha, ha, is your Wife 
mad, Alderman ? 

Let. Oh! Fm ſick with the Fright; won't you take 
him out of my Sight? | $1 1s 8 

Fond. Oh Traitor] I'm aſtoniſhed, Oh bloody- minded 
Fraitor! 113 AT 

Sir 70. Hey-day! Traitor your felf —— By the Lord 
Harry, I was in moſt Danger of being raviſh'd, if you go 
to that. 

Fond. Oh, how the blaſphemous Wrerch ſwears! Out 
of my Houſe, thou Son ol the Whore of Babylon b Off- 

Fring 


— 


it be a Prayer-Book, 
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ſpring of Bell and the Dragon Bleſs us! Raviſh 
my Wife! my Dinah! Oh Shechemite ! Be gone I fay. 
Sir Fo. Why, the Devils in the People, I think. 


S CE N E XIX. 


IHE Lætitia, Fondlewife. i 
Let. Oh! won't you follow, and ſee him out of Doors, 
my Dear? 4 | 

Fond. l' ſhut this Door to ſecure him from coming 
back Give me the Key of your Cabinet, Cocky 
Raviſh my Wife before my Face! I warrant 
he's a Papiſt in his Heart, at leaſt, if not a Frenchman, 

' Let, What can I do now! [Aſide] Oh! my Dear, I 
have been in ſuch a fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor 
Mr. Spintext has a {ad Fit of the Colick, and is forced to 
lie down upon our Bed | You'l} diſturb him; I 
can tread ſoftlier. | | | | 

Fond: Alack poor Man --— no, no you don't know 
the Papers I-won't difturb him; Give me the Key. 
[She gives him the Key, goes to the Chamber Door, and 

N FRA ENG 3 


* 


L. Tis no Body but Mr, Fondlewife; Mr. Spintext, lie 
ſtill on your Stomach; lying on your Stomach will eaſe 
Fond, Ay, ay, lie: ill, lie ſtill; don't let me diſturb 


Jou. "TS þ | 
| EN E XX. 
Lætitia alone. 
Let. Sure, when he does not fee his Face, he won't 
diſcover him. Dear Fortune, help me but this once, and 
I' never run in thy Debt again —— But this Opportunity 
is the Devil. 1 nn 5 
4 3 f S.C E N E XXI. 
Fondlewife returns with Papers, * 
Fond. Good lack! good lack! ——1 profeſs, the 
Man is in great Torment, he lies as flat Dear, you 
ſhould heat a Trencher, or a Napkin — Where's Deborah ? 
Let her clap ſome warm thing to his Stomach, or chafe 
it with a warm Hand, rather than fail. What Book's this? 
[Sees the Book that Beilmour forgor. 
Let. Mr. Spintext's Prayer-Byok, Dear — Pray Heav'n 
Fo 1 071457 fe. 
Fond. 


Le. Rather, ſure it is a Wolf in the clothing of aSheep, 
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Fond. Good Man! I warrant he dropped it on purpoſe, 
that you might take it up, and read ſome of the pious 
Ejaculations [Taking up the Book.] O bleſs me! O mon- 
ſtrous! A Prayer-Book? Ay, this is the Devil's Pater- 
Nefter. Hold, let me ſee, The Innocent Adultery. 

Let. Misfortune ! now all's ruin'd again LAſide. 

Bell. [ Peeping.) Damn'd Chance! If | had gone a whor- 
ing with the Practice of Piety in my Pocket, I had never 
been diſcover'd. 

Fond. Adultery, and innocem! O Lord! Here's Doc- 
trine! Ay, here's Diſcipline? _ 

Lat, Dear Husband, I'm am:z'd: —— Sure it is a good 


Book, and only tends to the Speculation of Sin. 


Fond, Speculation! No, no; ſomething went farther 


than Speculation when I was not to be let in —— Where 


is this Apocr yphal Elder? Vl! ferrer him. 
Lat. I'm ſo diſtracted, 1 can't think of a Lye. LA. 


SCENE XXII. 


Lztitia, and Fondlewife haling out Bellmour. 


Fond. Come out here, thou Ananiar INCArNAte — 
Who, how now! Who have we here? 

Lat. Ha! [Shrieks, as ſurprix d. 

Fond. Oh, thou falacious Woman! Am l then brutified ? 
Ay, 1 feel it here; I ſprout, I bud, I bloſſom, I am ripe- 
born- mad. But who in the Devil's Name are you? Mercy 


on me for ſwearing. But 
Tar. Oh, Goodneſs keep us! Who's this? Who are 
you? What are you? 


Bell. Soh. 

Let, In the Name of V 2] Good, my Dean, 
don't come near it, I'm afraid tis the Devil; indeed it 
bas Hoofs, Dear. | 

Fond. Indeed, and I have Horns, Dear. The Devil, no. 
I am afraid, tis the Fleſh, thou Harlot. Dear, with the 
Pox. Come, Siren, ſpeak, n who is this wen, 
brawny Paſtor ? 

Lat. Indeed, and indeed now my dear Nykin - — I never 
ſaw this wicked Man. before. 

Fond. Ob, it is a Man then, it ſeems.. 
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Fond. Thou art a Devil in his proper Clothing, Wo- 
mans Fleſh. What, you know nothing of him, but his 
Fleece here! —-- You don't love Mutton ? —- you Mag- 
dalen unconverted, 

Bell, Well, now, I know my Cae—--- That is, very 
honourably to excuſe her, and very impudently accuſe 
my ſelf. [ 4ſide. 

Let, Why then, I wiſh I may never enter into the 
Heav'n of your Embraces again, my Dear, if ever I ſaw 
his Face betore. 

Fond. O Lord! O ſtrange! I am in admiration of your 
Impudence. Look at him a little better; he is more 
modeſt, I warrant you, than to deny it. Come, were 
you two never Face to Face before? Speak. | 

Bell, Since all Artifice is vain .- And I think my ſelf 
obliged to ſpeak the Truth in juſtice to your Wife No. 

Fond. Humph. 

Let. No, indeed Dear. 

Fond. Nay I find you are both in a Story; that I muſt 


confels, But, What not to be cured of the Colick? 


Don't you know your Patient, Mrs. Quack? Oh, lie 
upon your Stomach; lying upon your Stomach will cure 
you of the Colick. Ah! Anſwer me, Fezabel ? | 

Lat. Let the wicked Man anſwer for himſelf; does he 
think that I have nothing to do but excuſe him; tis 
enough, if I can clear my own Innocence to my own 
Dear. | 

Bell. By my troth, and ſo tis -I have been a little 
too backward, that's the truth on't. | 

Fond, Come, Sir, who are you, in the firſt Place? And 
what are you? | 

Bell, A Whore-maſter, 

Fond, Very Conciſe, 


TL. O beaſtly, impudent Creature. 


Fond. Well Sir, and what came you hither for? 

Bell. To lie with your Wife. 

Fond, Good again -A very civil Perſon this, and 1 
believe ſpeaks Truth. 

Lat. Ob, inſupportable Impudence ! 

Fond. Well, Sir, — Pray be cover'd — and you have 
m— Heh! You have finiſn'd the Matter, heh? And I am; 
as I ſhould be, a fort of a civil Perquiſite to a Whore- 

| | maſter, 
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Tnaſter, call'd a Cuckold, heh. Is it not ſo? Come, I'm 
inclining to believe every Word you ſay. 

Bell. Why, Faith T muſt confeſs, fo 1 deſign'd you — 
But you were a little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, and 
hindred the making of your own Fortune, | 

Fond. Humph. Nay, if you mince the Matter once, 


and po back of your Word; you are not the Perſon I took 


2 for. Come, come, go on boldly —— What, don't 
aſhami'd of your Prof: ſon Confeſs, confeſs, I ſhall 
love thee the better for't —— I ſhall, Ifeck —— What, 


doſt think I don't know how to behave my ſelf in the 


Employment of a Cuckold, and have been three Years 
Apprentice to Matrimony ? Come, come, Plain- dealing is 
a Jewel, | HS | 
Bell Well, fince I ſee thou art a good honeſt Fellow, 
I'd confeſs the whole Matter to thee. 

Fond. Oh, I am a very honeſt Fellow —— You never 
hy with an honeſter Man's Wite in your Life, 

Lat. How my Heart akes! All my Comfort lies in his 
Impudence, and Heaven be praisd, he has a confiderable 
Portion, DS. . Aſide. 
Bell. In ſhort then, I was inform 'd of the Opportunity 
of your Abſence, by wy Spy, (for faith, honeſt Jaac, 1 
have a long time deſign'd thee this Favour) 1 knew Spin- 
text was to come by your Direction. But I laid a 
Trap for him, and procured his Habit; in which, I paſs d 
upon your Servam s, and was conducted hither, 1 pre- 
tended a Fir of the Colick, to excuſe my lying down 
218 your Bed; hoping that when ſhe heard of it, her 
Good-nature would bring ber to ad mii iſter Remedies for 
my Diſtemper. — You know what might have follow'd, 
— Bur like an uncivil Perſon, you knock'd at the Door, 
before your Wite was come to me; ö 

Fond. Ha! This is Apocryphal; I may chooſe whether 
J will believe it or no. tee 

Bell. That you may, faith; and I hope you won't be- 
lieve a Word ont But I can't help telling the Truth, 
for my Life. | 5 

Fond. How! wou'd not you have me believe you, ſay 


Sa?” 5 RMS | c 
g Bell. No; for then you muſt of conſequence part with 
your Wife, and there will be ſome Hopes of having her 
2 9 upon 
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upon the Publick; then the Encouragement of a ſeparate 


Maintenance 
Fond. No, no; tor that matter, — when ſhe and I part, 
ſhell carry her ſeparate Mai tenance about her. 
Lat. Ah cruel Dear, how cin yo! be fo barbarous? 
You'll bre:k-my- Heart, if you talk of parting. [ Cries, 
Fond. Ah; diſſe bling Vermin! | 
Beil How can'ft thou be ſo cruel, 1/azc ? Thou haſt the 


Heart of a Mountain-Tiger By the Faith of a fincere 


Sinner, ſhe's innocent for ne. Go to him, Madam, flin 
your ſnowy Arms about his ſtubborn Neck; bathe his re- 
leutleſs Face in your ſalt trickling Tears, 
[ She goes and hangs upon hi Neck, and kiſſes him. 
Bellmour kiſſes her Hand behind Fond ewife“ Back. 
Sd, a few ſoft Wirts, and a Kiis, and the good Man 
melts. See how kind Nature works, and boils over in 
him. 
Let. Indeed, my Dear, I was. but juſt come down 
Stairs, when you knock'd at the Door; ad the Maid 


told me Mr. Spmtext. was ill of the Colick upon our Bed. 


And won't y u ſpeak to me, cruel Nykiz? Indeed, Ill die, 
if yu don't. 


Fond. Ah! No, no, I cannet ſpeak, my Heart's ſo full 


— I have been a tender Husband, a ener Yoke-Fellow 
you knuw | have But thou haſt been a foichleſs Dali- 
lah, and the Philiſtnes— Heh! Art thou not vile and 
unclean, Heh? Speak. [ Weeping, 
It. No- h. | [Sighing, 
Fond Oh, that I could believe thee! oo 
Let. Oh, my Heart will break. See ming to faint. 
Fond. Heh, how! No, Hay, ſtay, I Will beiicve thee, I 
Will,----- Pray bend her forward, Sir. 
La. Oh! Oh! Where is my Dear? 
Fond. Here, here; 1 do believe the. ---- I yyor''t believe 


. my, own. Eyes. 


Bell. For my part, I am fo charm'd with the Love of 
your Turtle to you, that I'll gg and folicit Matrimony 
with all my might and ain. 

Fond Weil, wel}, Sir; as long as I believe it, 'tis well 


enough. No Thanks to you, Sir, for her Ver ue. 


But, I'll ſnewy you the way out of my Houſe, if ycu 
pl 
Pfeck, 


eaſe, Come, my Dear, Nay, I will bekeve'thes; I do, 
| „ 
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Bell, See the great Bleſſing of an eaſy Faith; Opinion 
Cannot err. . 
No Husband, by his Wife, can be deceiv'd; 
; She ſtill is virtuous, if ſhe's ſo belie vd. 


” 


— 


rr. 
SCENE, The Street. 


Bellmour in Fanatic Habit, Setter, Heartwel, Lucy. 


Bell. C Etter! Well encounter'd. 
Setter. Joy of your Return, Sir. Have you 


made a good Voyage? or haye you broupht your or n 


Lading back ? 
Bell, No, I have brought nothing but Ballaſt back 


made a delicious Voyage, Setter: and might have rode at 
Anchor in the Port till this time, but che 
priz d us— I would unrig. | ES 

Setter. I attend you, Sir. | 

Bell, Ha! Is not that Heartwellat Silxia's Door ? Be gone 
quickly, I'll follow you: I would not be known. 
Pox take 'em, they ſtand-juſt in my way, 


SCENE IL. 


Bellmour, Heartwell, Lucy. 

Heart. I'm impatient *till it be done. 

Lucy. That may be, without troubling your ſelf to go 
again for your Brother's Chaplain, Don't yhu ſee that 
ſtalking Form of Godlineſs? 

Heart, O ay, he's a Fanatick, 


Lucy. An Executioner qualified to do your Buſineſs, 


He has been lawfully ordain'd, 
. Heart. VI| pay him well, it you'll break the Matter to 
1 | 


Lacy, I warrant you - Do you go and Prepare your 
SCENE. II. 


N Bellmour, Lucy. 5 
Bell. Humph, fits the Wind there? What a lucky 
Rogue am I! Oh, what Sport will be here, if I can per- 


ſuade this Wench to Secrech 7? i 


Bride. 


Enemy ſor- 


| 
| 
1 


r to 


Per- 
Lucy. 
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Lucy. Sir: Reverend Sir. 

Bell, Madam. [ Diſcovers —_— 

Lucy. Now, Goodneſs have Mercy upon me! Mr, Be 
mour ! is it you? 

Bell. Even I. What doſt think? 

Lucy. Think! That I ſhou'd not believe my Eyes, and 
that you are not what you ſcem to be. | 

Bell, True. But to convince thee who I am, thou 
know'ſt my old Token, { Kiſſes her. 

Lucy. Nay, Mr. Bellmour: O Lard! IT believe you are 
2 Parſon in good earneſt, you kiſs ſo devoutly. : 

Bell, Well, your Buſinels with me, Lucy? 

Lucy, IJ had none, but through Miſtake. 

Bell, Which Miſtake you mult go thorough with, Lucy 
Come, I know the Intrigue between Heartwell and your 
Miſtreſs; and you miſtook me for Tribulation Spintext, to 
marry em Ha? Are not Matters in this Poſture? — 


Confeſs: Come, I' be faithful; I will i faith. What, 


Diffide in me, Lucy? 

Lucy, Alas-a-day! You and Mr. Vainlove, between you, 
have ruin'd my poor Miſtreſs: You haye made a Gap in 
her Reputation; and can you blame her if ſhe make it 
up with a Husband? | * 

Bell, Well, is it as I ſay? 

Lucy, Well, it is then: But you'll be ſecret? 

Bell. Phuh, Secret, ay :——And to be out of thy Debt, 
Tl truſt thee with another Secret, Your Miſtreſs muſt 
not marry Heartwell, Lucy. 

Lucy. How! O Lord! | | 

Bell, Nay, don't be in Paſſion, Lucy. [Ill provide 
a füttert Huzband for her- Come, here's Exrneſt of my 
good Intentions tor thee too; let this mollify,---- [Gives 
her Mony.] Look you, Heartwell"is my Friend; and tho 
he be blind, I muſt not ſee him fall into the Snare, and 
wittingly marry a Whore, 
oy. Whore! I'd have you to know my Miſtreſs ſcorns--- 
Bell, Nay, nay: Look you, Lucy; there are Whores of 
as good Quality.---But to the purpoſe, if you will give 


me leave to acquaint you with it. Do you carry on the 


Miſtake of me: I'll marry 'em. --- Nay, don't pauſe; ---I 
you do, I'Il ſpoil all. — I have tome private Rea- 


tons tor what I do, which L' tell you withio,---la the 


. ˙— Wo I _—_ 
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mean time, I promiſe,----and rely upon me,---to helpyour 
Miſtreſs to a Husband: Nay, and thee too, LAC... 
Here's my Hand, I will; with a freſh \ſſurance. 
| . [ Gives her more Mony. 
Lacy. Ah, the Devil is not ſo cunning — You 
know my eaſy Nature. Well, for once I'll ven- 
ture to ſer ve you; but 1 do deceive me, the Curſe 
of all kind, tender hearted” Women light upon you. 
Bell. That's as much as to ſay, The Pox take me, - Well, 


Iead on. 
N . 
Vainlove, Sharper, and Setter. | 
| Sharp. Juſt now; ſay you, gone in with Lucy? 
Set. | ſaw him, and ſtood at the Corner where you 
found me, and oyer-heard all they ſaid: Mr. Bellmour is to 
marry **m; . pF 
Sharp. Ha, Ha; *rwill be a pleaſant Cheat. lil plague Heart- 
well when | ſee him, Pr'ythee Frank, let's teaze him; make 
him fret ill he fome at the Mouth; and diſgorge his Ma- 
6 trimonia) Oath with Intereſt Come, thour't muſty 
= Set [To Sharper. ] Sir, a Word with you. [Whiſpers him. 
Pain. Sharper {wears ſhe has forſworn the Letter 
Pm fure he tells me Truch;——but I am not ſure ſhe told 
? him Truth .— Vet ſhe was unaffectedly concern'd, he 
— 11 ſays; and often bluſt'd with Anger and Surprize: — And 
j! ſo | remember in the Park. She had Reaſon, if I 
4 wrong her——1 begin to doubt, EIT et 
4 „„ N 
[18 Setter. This Afternoon, Sir, about an Hour before my 
15 Mer receiv'd the Letter. 
| In my Conſcience, like enough, . 
Setter. Ay, | know her, Sir; at leatt, I'm ſure I cin 
fiſh it out of her: She's the very Sluice to her La y's Se- 
crets: Tis but fettirg her Mill a goiog, and 1 can drain 
her of em al. | | | 
Sharp. Here, Frank, your Blood Hound has made out 
the Fault: This Letter, that ſo ſticks in thy Maw, is 
" counterfeit; only. a Trick of Silvia in Revenge, comriv'd 
8 | Ex 
| an Uh It has a Colour--Bathow do you know it, Sirrah ? 
Setter. I do ſuſpecti as much ; becauſe why, Si 
| She 
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She was pumping me about how your Worſhip's Aﬀiirs - 


ſtood towards Madam Araminta; as when you had ſeen 
her laſt? when you were to ſee her next? and, where you 
were to be found at that time? and ſuch liko. 

Vain. And where did you tell her? 

Setter, In the Piazza. 

Vain, There I receiv'd the Letter It muſt be ſo 
And why did you nyt find me out, to tell me this before, Sor ? 

Setter. Sir, I was pimping for Mr. Beilmour. | 

Sharp. You were well employ'd:—1 think there is 
no Objection to the Excuſe. 

Vain. Pox o' my ſaucy Credulity— If I have loft her, 
I deſerve it. But it Confeſſion and Repentancebe of force, 
ll win her, or weary her into a Forgiveneſs. 

Sharp, Methinks 1 long to ſce Bellmour come forth. 


SCENE V. 
Sharper, Bellmour, Setter. 
Setter. Talk of the Devil See where he comes. 
Sharp. Hugging himſelf in his proſperous Miſchief. 
No real Fanatick can Lok better pleas'd after a ſucceſsful 
Sermon of Sedition 


Bell. Sharper! Fortify thy Spleen: Such a Jeſt! Speak 
when thou art ready. ; 

Sharp. Now, were I ill-natur'd, would I wterly diſap- 
point thy Mirth: Hear thee tell thy mighty Jeſt, with as 
much Gravity as a Biſhop hears Venereal Cauſes in the 


Spiritual Court: Not ſo much as wrinkle my Face with 


one Smile; but ler thee look ſimply, and lau.;h by thy ſelf. 
Bell, P'ſhaw, no; I have a better Opinion of thy Wi:— 
Gad, | defy thee. hes 
Sharp. Were it not loſs of Time, you ſhould make thy 
Experiment, But honeſt Setter, here, over-heard you 
with Lucy, and has tol4 me all, | | 
Bell. Nay then, I think thee for not putting me out 
of Countenance. Bu”, to tell you ſomething you don 
know 
of diſcovering the Cheat to Sivas. She took it at firſt, 
as another Woman would the like Diſappointment; bur 
my Promiſe ro make her amends quickly with another 
Husband, ſomewhat pacity'd her. 
- Sharp. But bow the Devil o you think to acquityour 
{df ot your Promiſe? Will you marry her your felf? 
aF D | 


Bell, 


I got an Opportunity (after 1 had marry'd em) 


[4 
| 
| 
| 
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Bell. J have no ſuch Intentions at preſent=— Pr'ythees 
wilt thou think a little for me? I am ſure the ingenious 
Mr. Setter will aſſiſt. 

Setter. O Lord, Sir! 5 

Bell. I'll leave him with you, and go ſhift my Habit. 

SCENE VI. 


Sharper, Setter, Sir Joſeph, and Bluffe, 


Shayp. Heh! Sure, Fortune has ſent this Fool hither on 
purpoſe. Serter, ſtand cloſe; ſeem not to obſerve em; 
and, hark-ye „ [ Whiſpers, 
Bluff Fear him not—I am prepar'd for him now; and 
he ſhall find he might have ſafer rouz d a ſleeping Lion. 

Sir Fo. Huſh, huſh : Don't you ſee him? | 

Bluff Shew him to | me.—— Where is he? 

Sir Fo. Nay, don't ſpeak ſo loud—I don't jeſt, as I did 
2 little whileag — Look yonder— A- gad, if he ſhould hear 
the Lion rore, he'd cudgel him into an Aſs, and his pri- 
mitive Bray ing. Don't you remember the Story in X- 
ſep's Fables, Bully? A-gad, there are good Morals to be 
pick'd out of Æſep's Fables, let me tell you that; and Re- 
navd the Fox too. f 


Biuff. Damn your Morals. © 

Sir Fo. Pr'ythee, don't ſpeak ſo loud, _ 

Bluff. Damn your Morals; 1 muſt revenge th' Aﬀeont 
done to my Honour. | [Ia a low Voice. 

Sir Fo. Ay; do, do, Captain, if you think fitting 
You may diſpoſe of your own Fleſh as you think fitting, 
dye fre: —But by the Lord Harry, Vi] leave you. 
| [Stealing away upon his Tip-toes. 

Bluff. Prodigious! What, will you forſake your Friend 
in Extremity! You can't in Honour refuſe to carry him 
a Challenge. ¶ Almoſt whiſpering, and treading ſafily after him. 

Sir Fo. Pr'ythee, what do you ſee in my Face, that 
looks as if I would carry a Challenge? Honour is your 
Province, Captain; take it— all the World know me to 
be a Knight, and a Man of Worſhip, — 
Setter. I warrant you, Sir, I'm iaſtructed. 
Sharp. Impoſlible! Araminta take aliking to a Fool Aloud. 
. Setter. Her Head runs on nothing elle, nor ſhe can talk 
of nothing elſe, | | 
b I know ſhe commended him all the hile we were 
in the Park; but thought it had been only to make Vain- 
-dve jcalous. | Su Fo: 
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Sir 70. How's this! Good Bully, bold your Breath 
and let's hearken. A-gad, th's muſt be I. 
Sharp. Death, it can't be.— An Oaf, an Idiot, a Wittal. 
Sir Jo. Ay, now it's out; tis I, my own individual Perſon. 
arp. A Wretch, that has lawn for Shelter to the low- 
eſt Shrub of Mankind, and ſeeks Protection from a blaſted 
Coward. 
Sir Fo. That's you, Bully, Back. 
| [3luffe frowns upon Sir Joſeph, 
Sharp. She has given Vainlove her Premiſe, to marry him 
before to-morrow Morning, — Fas ſhe not? [ To Setter. 
Setter. She has Sir;—And I have it in Charge to attend 
her all this Evening, in order to conduct her to the Place 
appointed. 


Sharp. Well, I'll go and inform your Maſter ; and do you” 


preſs her to make all the hafte imaginable, 


SCENE VII. 


. Setter, Sir Joſeph, Bluffe, 

Setter. Were I a Rogue now, what a noble Prize could 
I diſpoſe of! A good Pinnace, richly laden, and to lanch 
forth under my auſpicious Convoy, Twelve thouſand 
Pounds, and all her Rigging; beſides what lies conceal'd 


under Hatches.— Ha! All this committed to my Care! 


—— Avaunt Temptation, —— Setter, ſhew thy ſelf a Perſon 
of Worth; be true to thy Truſt. and be reputed honeſt, 
Reputed honeſt! Hum: Is that al.? Ay: For to be honeſt 


is nothing; the Reputation of it is all. Reputation! what 


have ſuch poor Rogues as I to do with Reputation? tis 
above us; and for Men of Quality, they are above it; ſo 
that Reputation is en as fooliſh a thing as Honeſty. And 


for my part, if | meet Sir Foſeph with a Purſe of Gold in 


bis Hind, I'll diſpoſe of mine to the beſt Advantage. 
Sir Fo. Heb, heh, heh; Here tis for you, i faith, Mr. Serter. 
Nay, I'll take you at your Word. [ Chinking a Pure, 
Setter, Sir Foſeph and the Captain toe! undone, undone! 
I'm undone, my Maſter's undone, my Lady's undone, and 
all the Buſineſs is undone, 


Sir Fo. No, no, never fear, Man, the Lady's Buſineſs. 


ſhall be done, What—Come, Mr. Setter, I have over- 


heard all, and to ſpeak, is but loſs of Time; but if there be 


occaſion, let theſe worthy Gentlemen intercede for me. 
[Gives him Gold, 
D 2 f Setter, 
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Setter: O Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean? Corrupt my Ho- 
nefty, — They have indeed very perſuading Faces. But 

Sir Fo. *Tis too little, there's more, Man, There take 
all Now | 

Setter. Well, Sir Foſeph, you have ſuch a winning way 
with you 

Sir Jo. And how, and how, good Setter, did the little 
Rogue look, when ſhe talk'd of Sir Foſeph? Did not her Eyes 
rwinkle, and her Mouth water? Did not ſhe pull up her little 
Bubbies? And—A-gad, I'm ſo over joy d And ſtroke down 
her Belly? and then ſtep aſide to tie her Garter, when ſhe was 
thinking of ber Love? Heh, Setter! | 

. Setter, Oh, yes, Sir. . | 
Sir Fo. How now, Bully? What, melancholy, becauſe I'm 


in the Lady's Favour ?—No matter, Ill make your Peace 
know they were a little ſmart upon you But 1 warrant, 


Fl bring you into the Lady's good Graces, - 
n 


Bluff. P'ſhaw, I have Petitions to ſhew, from other-gueſs 
Toys than ſhe, Look here; Theſ: were {ent me this Mor nin 
— There, read, [ Shews Letters.) That-- That's a Scrawl of 
Quality. Here, here's from a Counteſs tos, Hum--No, hold-- 
that's from a Knight's Wife, ſhe ſent it me by her Husband---- 
ut here, both theſe are from Perſons of great Quality, 
Sir Jo. They are either from Perſons of great Quality, or no 
Quality at all, *ris ſuch a damn'd ugly Hand. 
| [While Sir Joſeph 1 Bluffe whiſpers Setter, 
Setter. Captain, I would do any thing to ſerve you; 
but this is © difficult 
Bluff. Not at all, Don't 1 know him? 
Setter, You'll remember the Conditions? _— 
Bluff. VI! give'r you under my Hand---In the mean time, 
here's Earneſt. [Gives him Mony.] Come, Knight. I'm ca- 
pitulating with Mr, Setter for you. | 
Sir Fo. Ab, honeſt Setter; — Sirrah, Pl! give thee any 


thing but a Night's Lodging. 
fa CER E VIL 


Sharper tugging in Heartwell, 

Sharp. Nay, pr'ythee leave Railing, and come along with 
me; May be the mayn'cbe within.“ Tis but to yond? Corner- 
Havoſe. 1 | 2 | 

Heart. Whither? Whither? Which Corner-Houſe? 

Sbarp. Why, there: The two white Poſts. 

Heart. And who would you viſit there, fay you? 
(Dons, how my Heart akes,) | Sbarp. 
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Sharp. P'ſhaw, thou'rt ſo troubleſome and inquiſitiye-- 
Why, I'll tell you; Tis a young Creature that Vainlove de- 
bauch'd, and has forſaken. Did you never hear Bellmour 
chide him about Silvia? 

Heart. Death, and Hell, and Marriage! My Wife! [ Aide: 

Sharp. Why thou art as muſty as a new marry'd Man, 
that had found his Wife Knowing the firſt Night. 

Heart. Hell, and the Devil! Does he know it? But, hold---If 
he ſhould not, I were a Fool to diſcover it--Fll diſſemble, and 

try him. [ Aſide.] Ha, ha, ha. Why, Toms. Is that ſuch an Oc» 
caſion of Melancholy? ls it ſuch an uncommon Miſchief? 
Sharp. No, f. ith; I believe not. - Fe, Women, but have their 
Year of Probation, before they are cloiſter'd in the narrow 
Joys of Wedlock But, pr'ythee come along with me, or II 
go and have the Lady to my ſelf, B'w'y George. [ Going. 

Heart. O Torture! How he racks and tears me! Death? 
Shall I own my Shame, or wittingly let him goand whore 
my Wite? No, that's inſupportable—— Oh, Sharper! 

Sharp, How now ? 

Heart. Oh, I am — marry'd. _ 
Sharp. (Now hold Spleen.) Marry'd! 
Heart. Certainly, irrecoverably marry'd. | 
Sharp. Heav'n forbid, Man! How long? 
Heart. Ob, an Age, an Age! I have been marry'd theſe 
two Hours. : c 


Sharp. My old Batchelor marry'd! That were a Jeſt, Ha, 
ha 


Heart Death D'ye mock me? Heark ye, if either you eſ- 
teem my Friendſhip, or your own Safety. Come not near that 
Houſe---that Corner-Houſc--- that hot Brothel. Ask no 
Queſtions, | 

Sharp. Mad, by this Light. 
Thus Grief ſtill treads upon the Heels of Pleaſure ; * 
Marry'd in baſte, we may repent at Leiſure. 
| SCENE IX 
Sharper, Setter. 3 
Setter. Some by Experience find thoſe Words miſplac d: 
At Leiſure marry d, they repent in haſte. 
As I ſuppoſe my Maſter Heartwell. 
Sharp. Here again, my Mercury? a 
Setter. Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir: I think my Atchieve- 
ments do deſerve the Epithet-.- Mercury was a Pimp too. 
but though I bluſh to own it, at this time, | muſt confeſs l 
D 3 . am 
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am ſomewhat fall'n from the Dignity of my Function, and 
do condeſeend to be ſcandalouſly imploy'd in the Promotion 
of vulgar Matrimony. SY 

Sharp. As how, dear dexterous Pimp? 

© Setter, Why, tobe brief, for ] have weighty Affairs depend- 
ing Our e ſucceeded as you intended. Bluſſe turns 
arraat Traitor; bribes me to make a private Conveyance of 
the Lady to him, and put a Sham- Settlement upon Sir Foſeph. 

Sharp. O Rogue! Well; but I hope | 

Setter. No, no; never fear me, Sir---I privately inform'd 
the Kuight of the Treachery ; who has agreed, ſeemingly to 
be cheated, that the Captain may be ſo in reality, 

Sharp. Where's the Bride? | 

Setter. Shifting Clothes for the Purpoſe, at a Friend's 
Rouſe of mine. Here's Company coming; if you'll walk 

this way, Sir, T1! tell you; 
| . 
ZBellmour, Belinda, Araminta, and Vainloye 
Pam. Oh, cwas Frenzy all: Cannot you forgivs it? 
Men in Madneſs have a Title to your Pity. [To Araminta. 

Aram,------ Which they forfeit, when they are reſtor'd 
to their Senſes, | 

Vain. I am not preſuming beyond a Pardon. 

Aram. You who cou'd reproach me with one Counter- 
feit, how inſolent would a real Pardon make you! But 
| there's no need to forgive what is not worth my Anger. 

Belin. O my Conſcience, | cou'd find in my Heart to 
marry thee, purely to be rid of thee ------ At leaſt, thou 
art ſo troubleſome a Lover, there's Hopes thou'lt make a 
more than ordinary quiet Husband. [To Bellmour. 

Bell. Say you ſo? 1s that a Maxim among ye? 

Belin. Yes; You fluttering Men of the Mode have 
made Marriage a meer French Diſh. 

Bell. 1 hope there's no French Sauce. [ Aſide. 

Belin. Vou are ſo curious in the Preparation, that is, 
your Courtſhip, one wou'd think you meant a noble, 
Entertainment But when we come to feed, 'ris all 
Froth, and poor, but in ſhow. Nay, often, only Re- 
mains, which have been I know not how many times 
warm d for other Company, and at laſt ſery'd up cold to 

the Wife. : | 
Bell. That were a miſerable Wretch indeed, who could 

not afford one warm Diſh for the Wiſe of his Boſom 2 
15 3 r e 8 But 
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But you timorous Virgins form a dreadful Chimzra of a 


Husband, as of a Creature contrary to that ſoft, humble, 


pliant, eaſy thing, a Lover; ſo gueſs at Plagues in Matri- 
mony, in Oppoſition to the Pleaſures of Courtſhip, Alas! 
Courtſhip to Marriage, is but as the Mufick in the Play- 
Houſe, till the Curtain's drawn; but that once up, then 
opens the Scene of Pleaſure, 

Belin. Oh, foh no: Rather, Courtſhip to Marriage; 
as a very witty Prologue to a very dull Play. 


SCENE XI. 


3 [Tb them] Sharper. 

Sharper, Hiſt, — Bellmour: If you'll bring the Ladies; 
make haſte to Silvis's Lodgings, before Heartwell has 
fretted himfelf out of Breath. 
+ Bell. You have an Opportunity now, Madam, to re- 
_ your ſelf upon Heartwell, for affronting your Squir- 
rel. 


! | [To Belinda, 

Belis, O the filthy rude Beaſt, 

Aram. Tis a laſting Quarrel: I think he has never 
been at our Houſe ſince. 

Bell. But ag your ſelyes the trouble to walk to that 
Corner-Houſe, and Pl] tell you by the way what may 
divert and ſurprize you. | 

SCENE XII. 
SCENE, Silvia“ Lodging: 
5 | Heartwell aud Boy. 

Heart. Gone forth, ſay you, with her Maid! 

Boy. There was a Man too that fetcl'd em out. 
Setter, I think they call'd him. 3 

Heart. So-h That preclous Pimp too Damn d, 
damn'd Strumpet? Cou'd ſhe not contain her ſelf on her 


Wedding-Day! Not hold out till Night! O curſed State! 
How wide we err, when apprehenſive of the Load of 


ite! | | 
I We hope to find 
That Help which Nature meant in Womankind, 
To Man that Supplemental Self deſigned; | 
But proves a burning Cauſtick when apply d. e 


And Adam, ſure, cou'd with more Eaſe abide 


ben made 4 Bride. 
W made SCENT 
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hs SCENE XI. - 
[To him) Bellmour, Belinda, Vainlove, Araminta; 
Bell. Now George, what Rhyming ! I thought the 
Chimes of Verſe were paſt, when once the doleful Mare 
riage-Knell was rung. - 
Heart. Shame and Confuſion. I am expoſed, 
| [Vainlove and Araminta talk apart. 
Belin, Joy, Joy, Mr. Bridegroom; I give you Joy, Sir. 
Heart. Tis not in thy Nature to give me Joy — A 
Woman can as ſoon give Immortality. 
Belin. Ha, ha, ha, O Gad, Men grow ſuch Clowns 
when they are marry d. : 
Bell. That they are fit for no Company but their Wives. 
Belin. Nor for them neither, ina little time — I ſwear, 
at the Month's end, you ſhall bard!y find a marry'd Man, 
that will do a ciyil thing to bis Wife, or ſay a civil thing 
do any Body elſe, How he looks already! Ha, ha, ha. 
| Bell. Ha, ha, ha. $ þ 5 
Heart. Death, Am I made your laughing · Stock? For 
you, Sir, I ſhall find a time; but take off your Waſp here, 
or the Clown may grow boiſtrous, I have a Fly-Flap. 

Belin, You have occaſion for't, your Wife has been 
blown upon. | SNL. 

Fell, That's home. 

Heart. Not Fiends or Furies could have added to my 
Vexation, or any thing, but another Woman —— Yov'ye 
rack'd my Patience; be gone, or by ——— 

Bell. Hold, hold. What the'Devil, thou wilt not draw 
upon a Woman! | | x 
"* Fain. What's the Matter? 

Aram. Bleſs me! What have you done to him? 

Belin. Only touch'd a gall'd-Bezft till he winch'd. 

Vain. Bellmour, give it over; you vex him too much? 
tis all ſerious'to hm. | | 
Vein. Nay, 1 ſwear, I begin to pity him, my ſelf, 

Heart. Damn your Pity — But let me be calm à little 
—— How have I deſerv'd this of you? Any of ye? Sir, 
have I impait'd the Honour of your Houſe, promis'd your 
Siſter Marriage, and whor'd her? Wherein have I injur'd 

you? Did I bring a Phyfician to your Father when he lay 
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with you and balk'd it? Did you ever offer me the Fa- 
your that I refus'd it? Or 

Belin. Oh foh! What does the filthy Fellow mean? 
Lard, let me be gone. 


Aram. Hang me, if I pity you; you are right enough 


ſery'd. 
Bell. This is a little ſcurrilous tho'. | 
Vain. Nay, 'tis a Sore of your own ſcratching — Well, 
George, 
Heart. You are the principal Cauſe of all my preſent 
I, Tf Silvia had not been your Miſtreſs, my Wife might 
have been honeſt. ' | 
Vain, And if Silvia had not been your Wife, my Miſtreſs 
wight have been juſt —— There, we are even —— But” 
have a good Heart, I heard of your Misfortune, and come 
te your Relief. | 
Heart. When Execution's over, you offer a Reprieve. 
Vain. What would you give? 
Heart, Oh! Any thing, every thing, a Leg or two, or 
an Arm; _ I would be 
ro 


be divorced from my Wife. 
SCENE XIV. 
To them] Sharper. 


Vain. Faith, that's a ſure way — But here's one can 
ſell you Freedom better cheap. | 

Sharp. Vainlove, I have been a kind of a God- father to 
yau, yonder, I have promiſed and vow'd ſome things 


in your Name, which I think you are bound te perform. 


Vain. No ſigning to a Blank, Friend. 8 
Sharp, No, I'll deal fairly with you Tis a full and 
free Diſcharge to Sir Jaſeph Mittal and Captain Bluſſe; for 


divorced from my Virility, to 


* 


all Injuries whatſoever, done unto you by them, until 


the preſent Date hereof —— How ſay you? 
Vain. Agreed, | 


Sharp, Then, let me beg theſe Ladies to wear their 


Masks a Moment. Come in, Gentlemen and Ladies. 
Heart. What the Devil's all this to me? 
Vain, Patience, | 
SCENE, The Loſt. 
I chem] Sir Joſeph, Bluffe, Silvia, Lucy, Setter. 
' Blaff. All Injuries whatſoever, Mr. Sharper, 8 


oever Shary.” 


| —* 
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Sharp. *Tis done, theſe Gentlemen are Witneſſes to 
the general Reieaſe. : 
- Fain, Ay, ay; to this Inftant Moment ——T have paſs'd 
an Act of Oblivion. 
Nu. Tis very generous, Sir, ſince I needs muſt own— 
Sir Fo. No, no, Captain, you need not own, heh, heh, 
beh. Tis l muſt own ——— 2 
Bluff. --—-- That you are over-reach'd too; ha, ha, ha, 
only a little Art military uſed----- only under mii ed, or fo, 
as ſhall appear by the fair Araminta, my Wife's Permiſſion. 


Oh, the Devil, cheated at lat! [Lucy unnmmcks. 


Sir Fo. Only a little Art- military Trick, Captain, only 
countermin'd,. or ſo ---- Mr. Fainlove, | ſuppoſe you know 
whom [I have got---- now, but all's forgiven. .. os 

Vain. | know whom you have not got; pray Ladies 
convince bim. [Aram. and Belin. anmak. 

Sir Fo. Ab! O-Lord, my Heart akes----- Ah! Setter, a 
Rogue of all fides. 25 

Sharp. Sir 700 „ you had better have pre- engag d this 
Gentleman's Pardon: For though Nainlove be fo generous 
to forgive the loſs of his Miftreſs--— I know not hovy 
Heartwell may take the loſs of his Wife. [Silvia anmas ks. 

Heart. My Wife! By this Light tis ſhe, the very Cocka- 
trice---- Oh Sharper ! Let me embrace thee · But art thou 
ſure ſhe is really marry d to him? gh 
Setter. Really and lawfully marry'd, I am Witneſs, 
Sburpe Bellmaur will unridule to ou. 

| * [Heartwell goes to Bellmour. 


Sir 70. Pray, Madam; who are you? For 1 find, you 
and 1 — like to be better acquainted,” ; 


Silv. The worſt of me, is, that I am your Wife - 
Sharp. Come, Sir Foſeph, your Fortune is not ſo bad as 
you fear ---- A fine Lady, and a Lady of very good Quality, | 

Sir Fo, Thanks ro my Knighthood, ſhe's.a Lady ----- . 
Vain,----- That deſerves a Fool with a better Title ----- 
Pray uſe her as my Relation, or you-ſhall hear on't. 


' - 'Bbiff. What, ate you a Woman of Quality too, Spouſe ? 


© Setter, And my Relation; pray let her be reſpected ac- 
cordingly - Well, honeſt Lucy, "fo thee well I think, 


you and I have been Play-fellows off and on, any time 

2 . K a Ve LA Bos * 
Lucy. your prating ---- I'm thinking what Vocation 

5 I.alf follow while may podle is planting Laurels in the 
Was, 1 Vl 


. 
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in Tix” | 
„ einen 1 
Barcueron, 83 
Blaff. No more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wart - While 
I plant Laurels for my Head abroad, I may fiad the 
Branches ſprout at home, 


Heart Bellmour, I approve thy Mirth, ard thank thee — 
And J cannot in Gratirude {for I ſee which way thou art 


thou deliver'd me. | 42 

Bell. I bar k thee, George, for thy good Intention ---- But 

there is a Fatality id Martjage-----For find l'm reſolute, 
Heart. Then good Counfel will be thrown away upon 

1 ---- For my part, I have once eſcap'd - And when 
wed again, may ſhe be---- Ugly, as an old Bawd. 

Vain Ilk-natur'd, as an old Maid — — 

Bell. Wanton as a young Widow- 

Sharp. And jealous as a barren Wife. 

Heart. Agreed. LY | | | 
Bell. Well; *Midſt of theſe dreadful Denunciations, and 
notwithſtanding the Warning and Example before me, I 
commit my ſelf to laſting Durance. 1 7 

Belin. Priſoner, make much of your Fetters. 15 

l [Giving ber Hand. 

Bell. Frank, Will you keep us in Countenance? 

Vain. May | preſume to hope ſo great a Bleffing? 


Aram. We had better take the Advantage of a little of £5 


our F:icnds Experience firſt. 


going) ſee thee fall into the ſame Snare, out of which 


Bell, O my Conſcience ſhe dares not conſent, for fer | 


he ſhou'd recant. [| iſxde. ] Well, we ſhall have your Com- 7 
pany to Chirch in the Morning ----- May be it may 95 - 70 
d 347-1 


you an Appetite to ſee us fall too before ye. Setter, 
not you tell me 


Setter. They're at the Door: VII call erm ia. 


| A DB ANCE. 
Bell, Now ſet me forward on a Journey for Life 


Come take your Fellow Travellers. Oid George, I'm ſorry 


to ſee thee ſtill plod on alone. 


Heart. With gaudy Piumes and gingling Bells made 


roud, 


p A, 
The youthful Beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud, 337 


A Morning-Sun his Tinſe.1 d Harneis gilds, 


And the firſt Stage a Dow:-Hull Gren- Mord ye ds. 
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: 3 Vi that's ſome Comfort, to an Author's Fears, | 
EXE , © If he's s an Aſs, he will b Iryd by*s Peers. 


— Ways attend the Noon of Life! ,. 
4 Sun dedlines,) and with what anxious Strife, 
What Pain we tug that galling Load, a Wife. 
All Courſers the firſt Heat with Vigour run; 
But *ris with Whip and Spur the Race is won. + 


¶ Exeunt Onmes 


. 


* 


* P 1 2 0 ry * E. 
| Spoken by Mrs. Barry, 
A 


8 4 raſb Girl, who will all Hazards run, 
And be enjoy d tho ſure to be undone; 

Soon as her 9 is over, 

Mould give the World ſhe could her Toy recover : | 

So fares it with aur Poet; and I'm ſen r ? 


To tell you, he already does repent. 

| Houls ) you were all as forward, to krep Lent. 
Now the Need's done, the thing has. Lei 
To think v Sting, that's in the Tail of Pleaſure. 

 Meihinks I hear him in Confederation! 

What will the World fay ? Where's my 


Nom that's at flake ---- No Fool, tis out o Faſhion 
7 loſs of that ſhould follow want of Wit, 
* How mam wloxe Men were in the Pit! 


Hut hold am exteeding my Commi 
7 Buſz neſs here, was humbly to phe ay 
But we're ſo us d to rail on cheſe Occaſions, 
I could not help one Trial of your Patience: 
Fir "tis Our way (gen know) jor fear &tÞ worſt, 
To be beforthund fed. and cry Foo! firſt. 
Hjom ſay you, Sparks? How do youu ſtand Hau 
I fwear young. BU Duin. 1s ſo aejectod, 
 *Twond grieve your Hearts 10 fee bim : ſhall I cal int | 
2 th But then you cruel Criticks would ſo maul hm! 


* 
„ %.4 


S a5 dur, may be. youll encourage a Beg imer; 


· bow ? ----- Fuſt as the Devil doe, a Sinner. 
ener and Wits are 1 d een merch at one, 


